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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH 

or 

SOPHOCLES. 



This exceUent tragic writer was bom at Golonet 
a village in Attica, about 497 years before Christ 
Although his father Sophilus b said to have exer- 
cised the humble occupation of a blacksmith, he 
did not neglect the education of his son, who, while 
he gave early indications of extraordinary genius, 
and a remarkable aptitude for the higher branches 
of literature, at the same time cultivated the accom- 
plishments of music and dancing, in both of which 
arts he failed not to distinguish himself, particularly 
afler the battle of Salamis, when he led a chorus of 
youths round a trophy erected in honour of that 
victory. 

As the profession of arms was, at .that period, 
more honourable, and probcd)ly more advantageous, 
than any other, Sophocles entered the army at the 
usual age, and had the honour to serve under the 
great Pericles. His valour and conduct were here 
80 conspicuous, that in a short time he was appointed 
to a high military dignity, and \u ^es^xiiSL Ws^^s^^s^ 
reported to have slmred in lihe eM^teuv^b cnsfiasKD^ 
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VI BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH 

of the Athenian armies with his former leader. His 
services in the field were rewarded by his fellow- 
citizens, who raised him to the high office of archon, 
the duties of which he executed with credit and 
honour. 

The first appearance of Sophocles as a dramatic 
writer lefl no room for doubting the splendour of his 
talents. The Athenians had captured the island of 
Sc3nros, and, in order to celebrate that memorable 
event, a yearly contest for tragedy was instituted. 
Sophocles, on this occasion, although he was but 
twenty-nine years of age, obtained the prize over 
many experienced competitors, in the number of 
whom was JSschylus, his former friend and pre- 
ceptor. 

He was less fortunate in domestic life than in 
his public eareer. His children, disappointed in 
their eager wishes for his death, and solicitous for 
the immediate possession of his fortune, summoned 
him before the judges, at a very advanced age, rep- 
resenting him as in a state of dotage, and utterly 
incapable of conducting his affairs. The old man 
appeared in court to repel this charge ; and produc- 
ing the tragedy of (Edipus Coloneus, which he had 
just finished, asked his judges if the author of such 
a work could be justly taxed with insanity. The 
judges, indignant at the imputation which had been 
preferred against him, confirmed him in the posses- 
sion of his rights : his ungrateful chUdren were cov- 
ered with shame and confusion ; and all the people 
who were present conducted him home in triumph. 
ffis dmtbf at (he age of nmety-oti«» 4W ^e«i^ \^ 
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fore the Christain era, is said to have been occa- 
sioned by excessive joy at obtaining a prize at the 
Olympic games. 

Sophocles is supposed to have written one hun- 
dred and twenty tragedies, only seven of which are 
now remaining: these were received by his con- 
temporaries with that applause which they so well 
deserved. It is remarked, that he never acted him« 
self in any of his plays, as ^schylus and £uripides 
were accustomed to do, his voice being too weak 
and low for the stage ; though he was always present 
at the representation, and received the applauses of 
the audience, who, we are told, seldom failed to 
signify their approbation, both at his entering and 
quitting the theatre. He was crowned twenty 
times ; and though he probably sometimes shared 
the fate of his brother poets by unjust censure, could 
never be prevailed on, as his rivals were, to quit, his 
native country, to which he took eveiy opportunity 
of showing his sincerest attachment 

The drama is indebted to this great man for the 
introduction of a third speaker to the dialogue, into 
which his genius infused greater ease and elegance ; 
to this improvement he likewise added the decoration 
of pabted scenery, and paid a stricter attention to 
probability and natural incident. The Athenians 
erected a sumptuous monument to his memory, on 
which was engraved a swarm of bees, in allusion 
to the name generally given him on account of his 
verses, which are, indeed, wonderfully soil and 
harmonious. 

Sojoat an estimate of the meiiU ot ^or^^^^ 
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formed by the learned and elegant writer whose 
translation is here adopted, that we cannot better 
conclude this brief sketch than in presenting it to 
our readers. 

"Sophocles," says Dr. Francklin, "may with 
great truth be called the prince of ancient dramatic 
poets : his fables (at least, of aU those tragedies 
now extant) are interesting and well chosen ; his 
plots regular and well conducted ; his sentiments 
elegant, noble, and sublime ; his incidents natural ; 
his diction simple; his manners and characters 
striking, equal, and unexceptionable ; his choruses 
well adapted to the subject ; his moral reflections 
pertinent and useful ; and his numbers, in every 
part, to the last degree sweet and harmonious. The 
warmth of his imagination is so tempered by the 
perfection of his judgment, that his spirit, however 
animated, never wanders into licentiousness ; while, 
at the same time, the fire of his genius seldom 
suffers the most uninteresting parts of his tragedy 
to sink into coldness and insipidity. His peculiar 
excellence seems to lie in the descriptive ; and, ex- 
clusive of his dramatic powers, he is certainly a 
greater poet than either of his illustrious rivals. 
Were I to draw a similitude of him from painting, 
I should say that his ordonnance was so jusf, his 
figures so well grouped and contrasted, his colours 
so glowing and natural ; all his pieces, in short, exe- 
cuted in so bold and masterly a style, as to wrest 
the palm from every other hand, and point him out 
fis the Raphael of the ancient drama. '* 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



HiNBBTA. 
ULY88B8. 

TECMEBtA, Wife Of A]ax. 
Tbucbb, brother to Ajax. 
aoambmnov. 

Mbnblaub. 

CHo"o"r2Siipo.ed d uMrfent men of Sriuni.. 



AJAX. 



ARGUMENT. 

Afteb the death of Achilles, the Greeks published their in 
tendon of bestowing the anns of their deceased hero on that 
chief who had rendered the greatest services to the common 
cause. Ajax and Ulysses each prosecuted their claims for 
tliis honour, which were decided in &vour of the latter hf 
the casting vote of Menelans. Ajax, frantic with distappoint* 
ment, and instigated by Minerva, slaughtered a whole flock 
of sheep, supposing them to be the sons of Atreus ; and, after 
his recovery from delirium, stabbed himself through grief. 
Bis half-brother, Teucer, to whom he was tenderlv attached, 
WIS about tobestowonhimtheusual rites of sepulture, when 
he was intermpted by Agamemnon and Menelaus, who 
•teinly insisted that the bodv of ^ax should remain unburied, 
hi reven^ for their intended mur^. Teucer, however, per- 
0evere4 m his pious design, and defied the power of the two 
princes ; when Ulysses, by his influence, persuaded Agamem- 

I non to remit the penalty, and to sufiier Teucer to bury the 

t body of Ajax without ftrtner molestation. 
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ACT I. 

Sc^mf^afidi near the camp of Ajax* 

BimiRTA, ULT88C8. 

Mm. Son of Laertes, thy unwearied spirit 
Is ever watchful to surprise the foe. 
I hare observed thee wandering mid the tents 
In search of Ajax, where his station lies, 
At tbm ntaiost verge, measuring o'er his steps 
Bot lale impress'd : like Sparta's hounds of scent, 



6 The dost at Sputa w«e nmaikable for their ■wllhteii 
eid^piidi soflBt: 
^ •cm.— -B 



14 80PH0CLS8. 

Sagacious dost thou trace him, nor in vain ; - 
For know, the man thou seek'st is not far firom thee 
Yonder he lies, with reeking brow and hands 
Deep-stainM with gore : cease then thy search, and 
tell me 10 

Wherefore thou comest, that so I may inform 
Thy doubting mind, and best assist thy purpose. 

Ults. Minerva, dearest of the immortal powers ! 
(For, though 1 see thee not, that well-known voice 
Doth like the Tyrrhene trump awake my soul.) 16 
Ri^ht hast thou said, I come to search my foe, 
Shield-bearing Ajax ; him alone I seek : 
A deed of horror hath he done this night, 
If it be he ; for yet we are to know 
The certain proof, and therefore came I here M 
A willing messenger : the cattle all, 
Our flocks and herds, are, with their shepherds, 

slain! 
To Ajax every tongue imputes the crime : 
One of our spies, who saw him on the plain, 
His sword still reeking with fresh blood, confirmed 
it: 25 

Instant I jfled to search him, and sometimes 
I trace his footsteps, which again I lose, 
I know not how. In happy hour thou comest 
To aid me, goddess ; thy protecting hand 
Hath ruled me ever, and to thee I trust 39 

My future fate. 

MiN. I know it well, Ulysses, 

And therefore came to guard and to assist thee. 
Propitious to thy purpose. 

Ults. Do I right, 

My much-lov'd mistress 1 

Mm. Doubtless ; his foul deed 

Poth well deserve it. 

Ults. What codd prompt his hand 36 

To such a desperate act t 

Mm. Achilles' arms ; 

His rage for loss of them. 



AJAX. — ^ACT I* 

Uihrs. But wherefore thus 

Destroy the flock t 

Mm. 'Twas in your blood he thought 

His hands were stdn^d. 

Ults. Against the Grecians, then, 

Was aU his wrath ? 

Mm. And fatal had it proved 40 

To them, if I had not prevented it. 

Ults. What daring insolence could move his soul 
To such a deed ? 

MiN. Alone by night he wander'd 

In secret to attack you. 

Ults. Xlid he come 

Close to our tents ! 

Mnr. Even to the double portal, 45 

Where rest your chiefs. -, 

UhvL What power could then withhold 

His maddening hand ? 

Mm. I pui^osely deceived 

His sight, and saved him from the guilty joy. 
Turning his rage against the mingled flocks, 
Your gatherM spoil : on these with violence 50 
He rushed, and slaughtered many : now he thought 
That he had slain the Atridae, now believed 
Some, other chiefs had perished by his hand. 
I saw" his madaess, and stiU urged him on. 
That he mifht falb into the snare I laid. 56 

Tired with his slaughter, now he binds in chains 
The livinff victim, drives the OBptive herd 
Home tonis tent, nor doubts but they are men : 
There beats with many a stripe the helpless foe. 
But I will 'show thee this most glaring phrensy, 60 
That to the Grecians what thy eyes l^held 
Thou ma3rst report : be confident^ nor fear 
His utmost msuice ; I shall turn his sight 
Askant from thee. Ajax I what, ho ! come forth ! 
Thou, who dost bind in chains thy captive foes ; 05 
AJax, I say, come forth before the portal ! 

Ults. what woujdst thoa io, Minerva 1 Do \m:s4 
call him. 
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ft 

Mm. What snould Ulysses fear 1 . ^ 

Ults. O ! by the godt 

I do entreat thee, let him stay within. 

MiN. But wherefore t Thou hast seen him hue 
before. 70 

Ults. He ever was, and is, my deadliest foe. 

MiN. O ! but to lauffh an enemy to scorn 
Is mirth most g^^teful. 

Ults. I had rather still 

He came not here. 

MiN. And art thou then afraid 

To see a madman ? 

Ults. I should little dread 76 

The si^ht of Ajax in his better mind. 

MiN. He will not see thee, be thou e^er so near. 

Ulys. Impossible ! his eyes are still the same. 

MiN. But I shall throw a veil of darkness o'er 
them. 

Ulys. By powers immortal all things may be 
done. 80 

MiN. Wait then in silence till he comes. 

Ulys. I Mrill ; ^ 

And yet, 'twere better to retire. 

MiN. What, ho ! 

Ajax, again I call thee ; wherefore pay'st thou 
So little reverence to thy guardian power 1 

AJAX, MOriRVA, ULTB8E8. 

Ajax. Hail to the daughter of great Jove ! to thee, 
Minerva, hail ! thou comestin happy hour ; 80 

For I will crown thee with the golden spotis, 
Which I have gain'd by thy assisting hand. 

MiN. Well hast thou spoke; but say, has Ajax 
dipp'd 
His spear in Grecian blood * 

92 Sophocles has closely copied his great master, Homer, in 
the character of Ulysses, who is drawn by tliem both as a man 
of extraordinary prudence and circumspection, with more csa* 
tion than courage, and more cunning than generosity, 
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AiAZ. It is my boast; 90 

111 not deny it. 

Mnr. Did the Alridae feel 

TTiy vengeful arm ! , 

AJAX. They never will again 

Dishonour Ajax. 

MiN. If I understand thee, 

They are both dead. 

Ajax. They are ; now let them come 

And take my arms away. 

Mm. But teU me, Ajax ; 95 

Laertes' son, hath he escaped thy wrath 1 

Ajax. Talk^t thou of him, that fox accursed t 

Mur. I mean 

Thy foe, Ulysses. 

Ajax. O ! he is my captive. 

The fairest of my spoils ; I have iiim here ; 
He shall not perish yet. 

MiN. What 'vantage then 100 

Mean'st thou to draw from his confinement t 

Ajax. First, 

ril have him bound to the pillar. 

Mm. And what then 

Wouldst thou inflict ? 

Ajax. His limbs all purpled o'er 

With many a bloody strife, he shall be slain. 

Mm. Do not torment him thus. 

Ajax. In all things else, 105 

Minerva, would I gratify thy will ; 
But this, and this alone, must be his fate. 

Mm. Since 'tis so pleasing to thee, be it so, 
Nor quit thy purpose. 

Ajax. I must to my work ; 

Thus, great Minerva, mayst thou ever smile 110 
Propitious on me, and assist thy Ajax ! [Exit. 

MmSRVA, ULYSSES. 

Mm. Behold, Ulysses, here the mighty strength 

B2 



18 SOPHOOLBt. 

Of power dirine ; lired there a man more wise. 
More famed for noble deeds, than Ajax was t 

Ulys. None, none indeed : alas ! I pity him ; 116 
Ey*n in a foe I pity such distress, 
For he is wedded to the worst of woes : 
His hapless state reminds me of my own« 
And tells me that frail mortals are no more 
Than a vain image and an empty shade. 180 

Mnr. Let such examples teach thee to beware 
Against the gods thou utter aught profane : 
And if perchance in riches or in power 
Thou shinest superior, be not insolent ; 
For, know, a day sufficeth to exalt 196 

Or to depress the state of mortal man ; 
The wise and good are by the gods beloved, 
But those who practise evil they abhor. [Exeunt. 

CHORUS. 

To thee, O Ajax, valiant son 

Of illustrious Telamon, 130 

Monarch of the sea-girt isle, 

Fair Salamis, if Fortune smile 
On thee, I raise the tributary sone. 
For praise and virtue still to thee belong; 
But when, inflicted by the wrath of Jove, 136 

Grecian slander blasts thy fame, 

And foul reproach attaints thy name, 
Then do I tremble like the fearful dove. 

So the last unhappy night, 
Clamours loud did reach mine ear 140 

And filled my anxious heart with fear, 
Which talk'd of Grecian cattle slain. 
And Ajax maddening o'er the plain, 
leased at his prey, rejoicing at the sight. 

129 The chorus is fonned, with fijeat propriety, of Salami 
man soldiers, the countrymen and followers of Ajax, who. having 
heard the report, already spread through the army, oi Ajax*t 
madness, and the slaughter of the cattle, expreis the deepest 
concern for their unhappy master. 
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Thus false Ulysses can prevail, - 146 

Whispering to all his artful tale, 
tale, alas ! too willingly received ; 
While those who hear are glad*to know, 
And happy to insult thy wo ; 
For, who asperse the great are easily believed. 150 

The poor, like us, alone are free 
From the darts of calumny, 

While envy still attends on high estate ; 
Smsdl is the aid which we can lend 
Without the rich and powerful friend; 155 

The great support the low, the low assist the great ; 

But 'tis a truth which fools will never know. 
From such alone the clamours came 
"Which strove to hurt thy spotless fame, 159 

While we can only weep, and not believe thy wo. 
Happy to 'scape thy piercing sight. 
Behold them wing their rapid flight, 

As trembling birds from hungry vultures fly : 
Sudden again shouldst thou appear. 
The cowards would be mute with fear, 165 

And all their censures in a moment die. 

Cynthia, goddess of the grove, 
Daughter of immortal Jove, 

To whom at Tauris frequent altars rise, 

Indignant might inspire the deed, 170 

And bid the guiltless cattle bleed. 

Deprived of incense due, and wonted sacrifice, 

Perhaps, sad cause of all our grief and shame ! 
The gOd of war, with brazen shield, 
For fancied injuries in the field, 175 

Might thus avenge the wrong, and brand thy name : 

For, never, in his perfect mind. 

Had AJax been to ill inclined : 
On flocks and herds his rage had never spent : 

It was inflicted from above. 180 

May PhcBbus and all-powerful .Tove 
Avert the crime, or stop the pvim«^\\xa^u\\ 
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If to tiiiB Atridae the bold fiction came 

From Sisyphus' detested race, 

No longer, Ajax, hide thy face, 18fi 

fiat firam thf tents come forth, and vindicate th^ 
fame. 

Ajax, thy too long repose 

Adds new vigour to thy foes, 
As flanias from aiding winds still fiercer grow ; 

While the loose laugh, and shameless lie, 19C 

And all their bitter calumny, 
With ^oble weight oppress, and fill our hearti 

. with wo. 

ACTIL 

TECMESSA, CHORUS. 

.Tec Sons of Erectheus, of Athenian race, 
Ye brave companions of the valiant Ajax, 
Oppressed with grief behold a wretched woman, 19£ 
Far from her native soil, appointed here 
To watch your hapless lord, and mourn his fate. 

Cho. What new misfortune hath the night brought 
forth ? 
Say, daughter of Teleutas ! for with thee, 
His captive bride, the noble Ajax deigns 20C 

To share the nuptial bed ; and therefore thou 
Canst best inform us. 

184 Or, in other words, from UlTsses, whom the chorus meani 
to reproach as the reputed son of Sisyphus. 

] 93 Erectheus is reported to have been the offspruig of Vulcav 
and the earth ; and from him the Athenians boasted their descent 
Salamis was not far from Athens ; Sophocles therefore salutei 
the followers of Ajax by the name of Athenians. For joinini 
the inhabitants of Salums to the Athenians, Sophocles had thi 
authoritv of Homer. 

199 Teleutas was a petty kin^ in Phrygia, whose domimoni 
beingtftlLen and plundered by Aiax, his daughter, Tecmessa, b» 
came the victor's captive, and by her he had a son named Eury^ 
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Tic. How shall I dedare, 

Sadder than death, the unutterable wo ! 
This night, with madness seized, hath ^ax done 
A dreadful deed : within thou mayst behold ' 205 
The tents o'erspread with bloody carcttises 
Of cattle slain, the victims of his rage. 

Cbo. Sad news indeed thou bring'st of that brare 
man ; •' 

A dire disease, and not by human aid 
To be removed ; already Greece hath heard, 910 
And wondering crowds repeat the dreadful tUe. 
Alas ! I fear the event : I fear me much, 
Lest (with their flocks and herds the shepherds 

slain) 
Against himself he lift his murderous hand. 

Tbc. Alas ! this way he led his captive spoils, 215 
And some he slew, and others tore in sunder : '*,*-■ 
From out the flock two rams of silver hue 
He chose ; from one the head and tongue divided. 
He cast them from him ; then the other, chained 
Fast to the pillar, with a doubled rein 320 

Bore cruel stripes, and bitterest execrations. 
Which not from mortal came, but were inspired 
By that avenging god who thus torments him. 

Oho. Now then, my friends (for so the time de- 
mands). 
Each o^er his head should cast the mournful veil, 225 
And instant fly, or to our ships repair, 
And sail with speed ; for dreadful are the threats 
Of the Atridse ; death may be our lot. 
And we shall meet an equal punishment 
With him whom we lament, our frantic lord. 230 

Tio. He raves not now ; but, like the southern 
blast. 
When lightnings cease and all the storm is o'er. 
Grows calm again ; yet, to his sense restored, - 
He feels new griefs : for, O ! to be ucJiappy, 
And know ourselves alone the guilty cause 935 
Of all our sorrows, is the worst of woq%. 



22 80PROCLS8. 

Cho. Yet if hit rage subside, we should rejoice : 
The ill removed, we should remove our care. 

Tbo. Hadst thou then rather, if the choice wer« 
given, 
Thyself at ease, behold thy friend in pain, 240 

Than with thy friend be joinM in mutual sorrow t 

Cho. The double grief is sure the most oppressire. 

Tio. Therefore, though not distempered, I am 
wretched. 

Cho. I understand thee not. 

Tic. The noble Ajax, 

While he was mad, was happy in his phrensy, 246 
And yet the while affected me with grief 
Who was not so ; but now his rage is o*er. 
And he has time to breathe from his misfortune, 
Himself is almost dead with grief, and I 
Not less unhappy than I was before. 250 

Is it not double, then ? 

Cho. It is indeed ; 

' And much I fear the wrath of angry Heaven, 
If from his madness ceased he yet receive 
No kind relief. 

Tec 'Tisso; and 'twere most fit 

You knew it well. 

Cho. Say then how it began ; 265 

For, like thyself, we feel for his misfortunes. 

Tec. Since you partake the sorrows of a friend, 
m tell you all : know then, at dead of night. 
What time the evening tapers were expired. 
Snatching his sword, he seem'd as if he meant 200 
To roam abroad : I saw and chid him for it : 
** What wouldst thou do," I cried, " my dearest Ajax? 
Unasked, uncall'd for, whither wouldst thou go t 
No trumpet sounds to battle ; the whole host 
Is wrapped in sleep." Then did he answer me 205 
With brief but sharp rebuke, as he was wont, — 
** Woman, thy sex^s noblest ornament 
Is silence." Thus reproved, I said no more ; 
Then forth he rush'd alone, where, and for what, 
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I knew not ; but returning, he brought home, 870 

In chains the captive herd : in pieces some 

He tore, while others, bound like shives, he lash'd 

Indignant; then out at the portal ran, 

And with some shadow seem'd to hold discourse ; 

Against the Atridse and Ulysses oft 376 

Would he inveigh ; or, laughing loud, rejoice . 

That he had ta'en revenge for all his wrongs : 

Then back he came. At length, by slow degrees, 

His phrensy ceased ; when, soon as he beheld 

The tents o'erwhelmM with slaughter, he cried out. 

And beat his brsdn ; rollM o'er the bloody heaps 281 

Of cattle slain, and tore his clotted hair. 

Long fixed in silence : then, with horrid threats, 

He bade me tell him all that had befallen, 

And what he had been doing : I obey'd, 285 

Trembling with fear, and told him all I knew. 

Instant he poured forth bitterest lamentations. 

Such as I ne'er had heard from him before ; 

For grief like that, he oft would say, betray'd 

A weak and little mi^d ; and therefore ever, 290 

When sorrow came, refrain'd from loud complaint ; 

And, like the lowing heifer, inly moum'd. 

But sinking now beneath this sore distress. 

He will not taste of food or nourishment ; 

Silent he sits, amid the slaughtered cattle ; 295 

Or, if he speaks, utters such dreadful words 

As show a mind intent on something iU. 

Now then, my friends (for therefore came I hither), 

O ! if ye have the power, assist me now : 

Perhaps ye may ; for oft the afflicted man 300 

WUl listen to the counsels of a friend. 

Cho. O daughter of Teleutas, horrible 
Indeed thy tidings are of noble Ajax, 
Thus raving, and thus miserable. 

Ajax. [unthmj groans.] 0! i 

Tbo. Louder youll hear him soon. Mark'd ye, my 
friends, 305 

How deep his groans t 
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Ajaz. [within,] me ! 

Cho. He seems to raT6| 

Or moonis, reflecting on his madness pass'd. 

Ajax. [within,] Boy! boy! 

Tbo. Alas! he calls Eurysacety 

Where art thou, child t What would he Imve with 
theet 

Ajax. [within,] Teucer, 'tis thee I call j; where art 
thou, Teucer t 310 

Still must he chase his prey, while J^ax dies t 

Cho. He seems of perfect mind : open the doors ; 
Let him come forth. Who knoi^s but sight of us 
May keep him so 1 

Tbo. m open them : now see 

[The doors are thrown open and Ajax discovered* 
Your master there, and judge of his condition. 315 

AJAX, TECMESSA, CHORUS. 

Ajax. My dear companions, who alone deserve 
The name of friends, ye see the dreadful storm 
How it overwhelms me. 

Cho. What thou saidst, alas ! [aside to Tecmessa, 
Was but too true : he seems indeed distracted. 

Ajax. My feUow-sailors ! whose assisting hand 
Plied the tough oar, and led me through the main ; 381 
From you alone can I exi)ect to meet 
Or love or friendship ; therefore show it now, 
And kill me. 

Cho. Talk not thus, nor thus increase 

By added woes thy dreadful malady. 386 

Ajax. Dost thou behold this once intrepid Ajax, 
The brave, the mighty, long for strength renown'd. 
And dauntless courage in the bloody field ;— 
Dost thou behold him ? O, what laughter now, 
What vile reproach must he sustain ! 

Tec. O Ajax, 330 

My lord, my master, do not talk thus sadly. 
. Ajax. [to Tecmessa,] Wilt thou not home ? Wilt 
not be gone % 
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Tflo. O me ! 

Cho. Be patient; by the gods, let me entreat thee, 
Be more composed. 

Ajax. Wretch that I was, to let 

The cursed Atrido 'scape, and shed the blood 336 
Of harmless cattle ! 

Cho. But why sorrow thns 

For what is^past, and camiot be riecalled ! 

Ajax. HSbw iviSl tiiat subtle instrument of ill, 
Laertes' ptyiaii^wtt, insult me now. 
And smile dt my misfortunes ! 

Cho. That must be 340 

As seems most fitting to the gods ; from them 
Or grief or joy must flow. 

Ataz. O, would to Heaven 

That I could see him, wretched as I am ! 

Cho. This is no time for boasting : see^st thou liol 
How very weak thou art ? 

Ajax. Almighty Jove ! 345 

My great progenitor ! O grant me this : 
Grant me to slay that hateful, talking slav^^ 
With the proud princes ; then, well pleased, myself 
Should perish last. 

Teo. 0! if thou pray'st for death, 

Pray too for mine ; for wherefore should I live 350 
When thou art gone ? 

Ajax. O darkness, my best light 

And hope ! O wrap me in thy friendly shade, 
A willii^r guest ! I dare not look for help, 
Or from the gods above, or men below : 
The powerful daughter of eternal Jove 355 

To death devotes me. Whither can I fly. 
Or where remain, my fame and glory lost 
In this sad phrensy f left without a friend. 
And the whole army bent on my destruction ! 

346 Ajftz W88 the son of Tdbmon, the son of iBacoi^tlw MB 
of Jove : JupHer therefore was hit gieat-gnxidfiither. 
Soph.- 



26 SOPHOCLES. 

Tec. ^las ! how dreadful 'tis to hear such words. 
Which Ajax never would have spoke before ! 361 

Ajaz. Ye well-known floods that roll into the 
main! 
Ye caves and forests by the rocky shore ! 
Years heapM on years, fast by the walls of Troy 
Have ye detainM me ; but no longer now 305 

Among the living shall ye ever see 
The hapless Ajax. This remember all : 
Nor shall thy neighbouring waves, Scamander, still 
To Greece beneficent, behold me more : 
Troy never saw (forgive the boastful word !) 370 
A braver, nobler foe than Ajax was, 
Though now dishonourM thus, and thus oppressed* 

Cho. I would not have thee thus lament thy woes. 
And yet I know not how to chide thee for it. 
So hard thy lot 

Ajax. Who would have thought my name 

Would e'er so well have suited my condition ! 376 
O ! I have reason to lament indeed, 
For sure there is not such a wretch as Ajax ! 
Long since at Troy my valiant father fought, 
And to his native land, with glory crown'd, 380 
Bore back the meed of his distinguish^ virtues : 
Nor less renownM for gallant deeds was once 
His hapless son, though now he perish thus 
Inglorious : yet Achilles, well I know. 
Were he alive, and to bestow his arms 385 

On him who best deserved the prize, to me, 
And me alone, would judge the great reward : 
But little deemed the Atridffi worth like mine. 
And therefore gave them to that vile impostor. 
Author of every evil work, Ulysses. 890 

Had not my mind been wrought on by some power 
Superior, and my eyes averted from them, 

375 To know the meaning of this passage, the reader should 
understand Greek ; it being nothing more than a poor pmi or 
the name of Ajax, which in the original begins with Ai, an e: 
chunatioQ like oar ! expressive <n pain am sorrow. 
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They had not lived to give another sentence ; 

But Jove's great daughter, the invincible, 

The dreadful Pallas, tum'd my arm aside, 305 

Just raised against them, and inspired me thus 

With horrid rage to dip my murderous hand' 

In blood of guiltless cattle; they, meantime, 

Smile at the danger 'scaped, and triumph o'er me ; 

But, when the gods oppose us, valour bends 400 

To cowardice, and strength to weakness yields ; 

What then can Ajax, hateful to the gods, 

By Troy detested, and by Greece forsaken ? 

Shall I go leave the Atridae here alone 

To fight their cause, and seek my native land ? 405 

But how shall I appear before my father, 

How will he bear to see his Ajax thus 

Spoiled of his honours, — he who ever crown'd 

With glory sits % It must not, cannot be. 

What if I rush amid the Trojan host, 410 

And with my single arm oppose them all ; 

Do something noble, and as nobly perish T 

But that woidd please the Atridae ; therefore never 

Shall it be done. No, I will do a deed. 

To show my father that I still deserve 415 

The name of son, and emulate niy sire. 

When Ufe but teems with unremitted woes, 

'Tis poor in man to wish a longer date : 

For what can day on day, and year on year. 

But put off wish'd-for death, and lengthen pain T 420 

Of little worth is he who still depends 

On fruitless hope ; for it becomes the brave 

To live with honour, or to die with glory! 

Ye have my thoughts. 

Cho. Thoughts not unworthy of thee, 

Ajax ; but quit, O ! quit thy horrid purpose, 425 
And yield thee to thy friends. 

Tec. My lord, my master. 

My dearest Ajax, dreadful are the ills 
Which cruel Fortune brings on human kind. 
Of noblest race (a better Phrygia boasts not) 
Tecmessa was, and from a fathet apiva^^^ ^^ 
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Happy and free, though now a wretched ahnre ; 

For so the gods and thy all-conauering arm 

Decreed : Mit since, partaker or thy M, 

Thou knowest I ever have with tenderest care 

Watch'd o'er thee ; therefore, hy domestic Jove! 486 

Here I entreat thee, hy the sacred tie 

That binds us, let me not with foul reproach 

And bitter scorn be -taunted by thy foes, 

When they surround me, as I know they will : 

For, O ! when thou shalt die, that very day 440 

The Greeks with violence will seize on me : 

Tecmessa, then, and thy loved son, shall eat 

The bread of slavery ; then some haughty lord. 

Insulting loud, shall cry, ** Behold the wife 

Of Ajax, once the pride of all our host ! 445 

How is she fallen from envied happiness 

To servitude and wo !" Such vile upbraidings 

Oft shall I hear, on thee and on thy race 

Casting foul shame. 0, then, relent, my Ajax ! 

Think on thy father in the vale of years ; 460 

Think on thy aged mother, who with vows 

Incessant prays the gods to send thee back 

Safe to thy native land ; pitv thy son. 

Without a father in his tender youth 

To form his mind, left to the unfriendly hands 455 

Of those who love him not. Alas ! what woes 

Wilt thou bequeath to me and to thy child ! 

I^ve no hope, no stay, but thee alone ! 

Thy hand destroy'd my country and my mother ; 

Death snatched my father to the realms below : 460 

Deprived of thee, what country will receive me, 

Or where shall I subsist ? Thou art my all. 

My only safeguard : do not, do not leave me ! 

Naught so becomes a man as gratitude 

For good received, and noble deeds are still 465 

The offspring of benevolence ; while he 

With whom remembrance dies of blessings past, 

Is vile and worthless. 

Cho. O, that thou couldst feel 

Pity Uke mine for this unhappy woman I 
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Then wpuldst thou say her words deserve thy 
praise. 470 

Ajaz. And praised she shall be, if she but perform 
What I require. 

Tec. In all I will obey thee, 

My dearest Ajax ! 

Ajax. I would see my child ; 

Let him be brought. 

Tec. I hid him from thy sight 

Because of — 

Ajax. My distemper, was it not ? 475 

Tec. It was: I feared, indeed, thou mightst de- 
stroy him. 

Ajax. And well thou mightst: a deed like that 
became 
My sad condition. 

Tec. Therefore, to prevent it, 

I kept him from thee. 

Ajax. I approve thy caution. 

Tec. What wouldst thou have me do ? 

Ajax. Let me behold 480 

And speak to him. 

Tec. He is not far from hence ; 

The servants have him in their care. 

Ajax. Then why 

May I not see him % 

Tec. Boy ! thy father calls thee ; 

Let some one bring him hither. 

Ajax. Is he coming ? 

Doth he not hear thee T 

Tec. They have brought him to thee. 485 

[Enter servants with Eurystices, 

EURV8ACES, TECMESSA, AJAX, CHORUS. 

Ajax. Bring him this way ; for if he be the sou 
Of Ajax, the fresh blood that hangs about me 
Will not affright him : he must learn, like me. 
In earliest years the savage laws of war, 
And be inured to scenes of death and slauslvl^t. AS^ 

C8 
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Mayst thoo, my boy, be happier than thy father ! 
In all things else it will be no disgrace 
To copy me. I envy thee, my child, 
For that thou seest not thy own wretchedness ; 
The happiness of fife is not to know. 405 

Thv ignorance will keep thee free fh>m pain, 
Till time stajtl teach thee what it is to meye 
And to rejoice ; then must thou show thy foes 
From whom thou art descended. May the breath • 
Of life, meantime, nourish thy tender fhrni^e, 500 
That thou mayst prove a comfort to thy mother ! 
I know there^s not a Grecian that will dare 
Insult thee, when thy father is no more ; 
For I shall leave thee to the best of guardians, 
The faithful Teucer, who, far from thee now, 505 
Sent forth by Greece, repels the invading foe. 
Of you, my friends, companions of the war. 
The only boon I ask is, that ye urge 
This last request to Teucer ; say, I begg'd 
That straight to Telamon and Eribcea, 510 

My aged parents, he would bear my child, 
To be the joy of their declining years, 
Till death shall call them to the shades below. 
Let not my arms by Greece, or by that plague, 
Ulysses, e'er be made the prize of glory 615 

For rival chiefs ; but do thou take, my boy, 

[Tunung to Eurysaces, 
The seven-fold, vast, impenetrable shield, 
Whose name thou bear'st ; the rest be buried with me. 
Take hence the child with speed ; nor in the tents 
Let there be wailings : women ever love 520 

To brood o'er sorrows, and indulge their wo. 
Shut to the door. The wound that must be cut 
No wise physician will attempt to heal 
With incantation, elegy, or song. 

518 The iiame of Eunrs^es Ib derived from two Oie«k 
words, siffnifying " a broaa shield." The custom of burying tbm 
arms of deceased warriorft in the same j^ve with them is very 
ancient, and is practised among the Indians at this day. 



Cho. I tremble wlieii I hear thee threaietung thus 
With sharp and piercing voice. 

Tec. Alas ! my lord, 526 

What wilt thou do t 

Ajax. Guess not f inquire not of me ; 

Be silent, and be wise ; it will become thee. 

Tbo. How am I tortured ! by the go^ I beg thee, 
By our dear child, do not destroy us boih. 530 

Ajax. Thou dost perplex me. Why revere the 
gods? 
I am not bound to it, for I owe them nothing. 

Tbc. Be not so impious. i 

Ajax. Talk to those will hear thee. 

Tec. Art thou resolved then t 

Ajax. 'Tis too much ; thy grief 

Grows troublesome. 

Tkc. Alas ! my lord, I fear — 535 

Ajax. [to the chorus.] Will ye not take her hence ? 

Tec. O ! by the gods 

I beg thee, be persuaded. 

Ajax. Thou art mad 

To think thy words will ever change my purpose. 

[Exeunt, 

ODE.— -CHORUS. 
STROPHE. 

O happiest, best abode, my native isle. 

Fair Salamis, encompassM by the sea, 540 

On thee while gods and men indulgent smile^ 
My country, O behold and pity me ! 

A long, long time on Ida's plain. 

Thus doomM inglorious to remain. 
While circling years roll o'er my wretched head : 545 

New terrors still affright me here ; 

Still is my heart appallM with fear. 
Lest I should visit soon the mansions of the dead. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

The woes of Ajax too imbitter mine, 
The bravest leader of tha Grecian ho&t^ ^i&^ 
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* 

Untimely visited by wrath divine, 
And in the desperate, cruel phrensy lost. 

There was a time when, sent by thee, 

He gainM the wreath of victory. 
Though now his weeping friends lament his fall. 566 

The ungrateful chiefs revere no more 

The virtues they admired before : 
His gidlant deeds are now forgotten all. ^ 

STROPHE II. 

WeighM down with years, when thou, in hoary age, 
Unhappy mother, shalt these tidings hear Soo 

Of the dear Ajax, and his cruel rage. 

How wilt thou weep and wail with grief iuncere ! 
Not like the plaintive nightingale 
That warbles sweet her tender tale, 

But with loud shrieks of horrible despair : 665 

With sharpest anguish sore oppress'^ 
Then shalt thou beat thy aged breast, 

And in deep sorrow rend thy wild dishevelled hair. 

ANTISTROPHB II. 

*Tis better far to die, than, hopeless still 

Of cure, to languish under sore disease ; 570 

When mortals suffer such distinguished, ill, 
The silent tomb is liberty and ease. 
Ajax, the pride of all our host. 
His ancient fame and glory lost, 
Sinks down at last overwhelmed with foul disgrace : 
How will his hapless father bear ' 576 

. His son's distressful fate to hear, 
Ev'n such as never fell on ^acus' race. 

ACT HI. 

▲JAX, TECMB8SA, CHORUS. 

Ajax. Still are the secret things of man revealed. 
And what is known, again in darkness hid, 580 

By endless and immeasurable time ; 
And nothing is there, but in length and days 
May come to pass : ev'n sacred oaths are broken ; 
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And the fix'd mind, perverse and obstinate, 

Subdued by time. 1, who like hardened steel 585 

Was late inflexiUe, am softened now 

To pity and remorse bv this dear woman : 

1 cannot bear to leave ner here a widow 

Amid her foes, or to forsake my child, 

A helpless orphan. No ; I will retire 500 

Along the shore, and seek the running stream. 

Avert the wrath of angry Heaven, and wash 

My crimes away ; there haply shall I find 

Some unfrequented spot where I may hide 

This fatal weapon, this destructive sword. 596 

O ! I will bury it deep in earth, that none 

May see it more ; but Night and Erebus 

Preserve it still from every mortal eye. 

E^er since that hapless day when from the hand 

Of Hector I received this dreadful boon, 600 

Naught have I had from Greece but pain and wo : 

True is the adage, ** From the hands of foes 

Gifts are not gifts, but injuries most fatal." 

Hereafter will I yield me to the gods 

And the Atrids : since they are my masters, 605 

Tis meet that I obey them : all that is strong 

And mighty must submit to powers superior. 

Doth not tne snowy winter to the bloom 

Of fruitful summer yield ? and night obscure, 

Wken by white steeds Aurora drawn, lights up 610 

The rising day, submissively retire ? 

The roaring sea, long vex'd by angry winds, 

Is luUM by milder zephyrs to repose ; 

And oft the fetters of aU-conq'ring sleep 

Are kindly loosed to free the captive mind. 615 

From Nature, then, who thus instructs mankind, 

Why should not Ajax learn humility T 

Long since 1 knew to treat my foe like one 

Whom I hereafter as a friend might love. 

If he deserved it ; and to love my friend 630 

As if he still might one day be my foe : 

For little is the trust we can repose 
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In human friendships : but to my intent. 

Gk> thou, Tecmessa, and beseech the gods 

To grant what I request ; do you perfonn 68ft 

The same kind office ; and when Teucer comeCi 

Tell him the care of me and of my friends 

I leave to him : whither I must, I must. 

Obey my orders : wretched as I am, 

Soon shall ye see me freed from all my woes, 630 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE. 

Now let sounds of mirth and joy 

Every blissful hour employ : 

Borne on pleasure's airy wing, 

lo Pan ! to thee we sinff ; 

Thee, whom on the rocky shore, 6Sft 

Wreck-Escaped mariners adore, 

Skiird the mazy dance to lead ; 

Teach, O ! teach our feet to tread 

The round which Cretan Cnossus knows, 

At Nyssa, which spontaneous rose, 640 

Pan, ! guide this tuneful throng. 

While to thee we raise the song 

From Cyllene's snowy brow : 

King of pleasures, hear us now ! 

From thy mountains, ! appear : 646 

Joy and happiness are here : 

And do thou, Delian kin^, 

Now thy aid propitious bnng ! 

O ! from the icarian sea. 

Come, Apollo, smile on me. 660 

AMTISTROPBB. 

All our sorrows now are o'er ; 

Grief and madness are no more : 

See, the happy day appears. 

Mighty Jove ! that ends our fears. 

Let us, free from every care, 666 

Gladly to our ships repair ; 
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Ajax now in sweet repose 

Sinks, forgetful of his woes ; 

Humbly to the gods resigned, 

He devotes his better mind : 660 

Time, that withers, can restore 

Human pleasures : now no more 

Must we say our vows are vain : 

Naught unhoped for should remain ; 

Since, beyond our wishes, see 665 

Ajax from his madness free ; 

'Gainst th' Atridae all his rage 

See how pilder thoughts assuage. 

Bitter strife and quarrels cease ; 

All is harmony and peace. 670 *« 

MSSSCNOKR, CH9RU8» 

Ms8. My friends, I bear you news of highest im- 
port: 
From Mysia's rocky mountains hither comes 
The noble Teucer : know, ev'n now I saw him 
Amid the Grecian host, who, as he came, 
Surrounded, and on every side ponr'd forth 675 
Reproaches on him : not a man but cried, 
** Behold the brother of that frantic foe 
To Greece and to her council.*' Such their rage 
That they had well-nigh stoned him ; swords were 

drawn, 
And dire had been the conflict, but that some 660 
Among the aged chiefs, by calm advice, 
Appeased the strife : but where is Ajax gone ? 
That I may tell him : from our masters naugl^t 
Should be concealed. 

Cho. He is not now within, 

But just steps forthf as if on some new act 685 

Intent, well suited to his better mind. 

Mbs. Alas ! too late did Teucer send me here. 
Or I am come too slowly. 

Cho. Why regret 

absence thus % 
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Me8. Twas Teucer's strict command 

He should be kept within the tent, nor stir 690 
Till he arrived. 

Cho. But, to his sense restored. 

He went to deprecate the wrath divine, 
And expiate his offence. 

Mis. Thy words are rain, 

If Calchas prophesy aright. 

Cho. What then 694 

Did Calchas say ? Dost thou know aughf of ^his 1 

Mes. Thus far I know, for I was witness of it : 
Calchas, retiring from the assembled chiefs^ 
Apart from the Atridae, gently pressed 
The hand of Teucer, and in tenderest friendship 
Besought him, that by every human art 700 

And means to be devised he would prevent 
Ajax's wandering forth this fatal day, 
If he did ever wish to see him more : 
This day alone, he said, Minerva^s wrath 
Would last agBinst him. Oft the mighty fall 705 
In deep affliction, smit by angry Heaven, 
When, mortal bom, to human laws they yield not, 
As mortals ought, submissively. Thus spake 
The prophet, and long since was Ajax deemed 
To have a mind disturbed. When first he left 710 
His native soil, — " Be conqueror, my child !'* 
His father said ; *' but conquer under God." 
Impious and proud his answer was : ^ The worst 
Of men,'' he cried, " assisted by the ^ods, 714 

May conquer : I shall do the work without them !" 
Such were bis boastings : and when Pallas once, 
With kind assistance, urged him to the figh^ 
Dreadful and horrible was his reply : 
** Go, queen, to other Grecians lend thy aid ; 
'Tis needless here ; for know, where Ajax is, 720 
The foe will nevef come." By words like thesft^ 
And pride ill suited to a mortal's power, 
Did he offen4 ^ vengeful deity : 
But if he livea, we may preserve him stiU, 
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The gods assisting ; so the prophet spake ; 796 

And Teucer bade me s^Y you all should try 
To keep him here : but if that cannot be, 
And Calchas judge aright, he is no more. ■ 

Cho. [to Tecmessa within.'] What, ho ! Tecmessa, 
most unhappy woman ! 799 

Come forth, and hear the tidings that he brings : 
They wound us deep, and all our joys are gone. 

TECMESSA, MESSENGER, CHORUS. 

Tbc. Scarce do I breathe from still repeated woes, 
And now a^n thou call'st me : wherefore ? speak ! 

Cho. This messenger hath brought us dreadful 
news 
Concerning Ajax : hear him. 

Tec. O ! what is it ? 735 

Am I undone t 

Mes. I know not what thou art ; 

But if thy Ajax be gone forth, my fears 
Are great for him. 

Tec. Alas ! he is ; but, why ? 

How thou afflict^st me ! 

Mes. Teucer hath forbid 

His wandering thus alone. 

Tec. But why forbade him I 

And where is Teucer % 

Mes. Ite will soon be here : 741 

He fears this fktal day. 

Tec. Undone Tecmessa ! 

Whence are his fears 1 Who told him Hwould be 
fatal? 

Mes. The historian Calchas did foretelthis day 
To life or death would fix the fate pf Ajax. 745 

Tec. [to the Chorus.'] Assist me, friends, in this 
distressM hour : 
To Teucer hasten, and bring him %o my aid. 
Some to yon western mountain bjmd your way, 
And some to the east ; find out whicbpath he went. 
Unhai^y wanderer ! O ! h» Jits diMfred ^^^ t^ 

Sorar.— P * ^ 
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His former love forgotten all, and gone. *■. * 

What must we do, my child ? I must not sit ' 
Inactive here : no, wheresoever I can« 
VI] go to search him : let us haste, my friends. 
Quick, fly this instant, if we mean to save 756 

The wretched Ajax rushing on destruction. 
Cho. Behold us ready, not in word alone, 
But bent with speed to follow thee. Away. 

[ExeuiU. 

ACT IV. 

AJAX. 

Thkre stands my sword, and flxM as it may best 
Perform its office ; 'twas the gift of Hector, 760 
My worst of foes, whom I detested ever. 
The steel-devouring stone hath sharpened well - 
Its keenest edge : buried in Trojan earth 
It lies, and now in kindness seems prepared 
To end my wretched life : thus far is well. 766 

And now, Jove ! (for first to thee 'tis fit 
We pay due honours) I address my prayer : 
I ask not much ; I ask thee but to send 
Some passing stranger here to bear the news 
Of my unhappy fate to Teucer's ear, 770 

That he may first behold and take me hence ; 
Lest, by my foes discover'd, I be cast 
A prey to aogs and birds : forbid it, Jove ! 
Thee too, great leader of departed souls, 
Terrestrial Hermes, thee I call. ! hear me ; 776 
With easy steps, and swift, conduct me safe 
To my abode, soon as this fatal sword 
Shall reach my breast ; and you, ye virgin Powers^ 
From whom whate'er befalls of human ill ^ . 
Cannot be hid ; ye goddesses revered. 
Swift to pursue the guilty ; — O ! behold 
The wretched Ajax by the Atridae fall! 
! seize the murderous ! By my own sad hand 
As I shall perish, let my foes be slain 
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-1^ II1086 whom most they love ! Quick, fly, begone, 

Ve vengeful Furies ; gorge yourselves in blood, 786 

Nor spare a man of all the Grecian host. 

And thou, O Sun ! who drivest the flaming car 

Along the vaulted sky ; when thou shalt see 

My native soil, O ! stop thy golden reins ; 790 

Tell the sad story to my hapless sire. 

And my afOiicted mother : when she hears 

The mournful tale, her grief will fill the land 

With dreadful lamentations : but 'tis vain 

To weep my fate ; the business must be done. 795 

O Death ! look on me, Death ! I come to thee : 

Soon shall we meet : but thee, glorious Day, 

And yon bright charioteer, the Sun, no more 

Shall I behold : ev^n now thou hear'st my last, 

My dying words. Light ! O sacred soil 800 

Of Salamis, my country, and her gods ! 

O noble Athens ! O my loved companions ! 

Ye rivers, fountains, and fair fields of Troy ! 

And you, my honoured parents ! 0, farewell ! 

^8 the last word Ajax shall speak on earth : 605 

The rest be uttered to the shades below. 

[Ajax falls on his sword, and dies, 

CHORUS. 

Semicho. I. Labour on labour ! toil on toil ! 0, whi- 
ther 
Have we not wander'd ? yet no place infocins u^ 
Where Ajax is : but soft, 1 hear a voice. 

Semicho. ii. 'Twas ours, your friends. 

Semicho. i. What news t / 

Semicho. ii. We've search'd along^ 810 

The western shore. 

Semicho. i. And is he found ? 

Semicho. ii. Alas ! 

We met with naught but toil ; no sight of him. 

Semicho. i. We from the east return with like sue- 
<^8s; 
For none have seen or heard of him that nv^^ . 
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Sbmicho. II. Who will inform ut 1 Who will taj 811 
Where cruel Ajax bent his way f 
Will not the watchful hind, who, void of sleep, 

Hangs laborious o'er the deep ! 
From high Olympus will no pit3dng god, 

Will no kind naiad of the flood, MO 

If chance they see the cruel Ajax stray, 

Tell us where be bent his way I 
For O ! His dreadful, wearied thus, to rove, 
.While all our pains successless prove 
To reach the destined goal, or find the man we lo?e. 
Tec. [from within.] Alas ! alas ! 831 

Semicho. I. Hark ! from the neighbouring groTe 
I heard a voice. 

Sbmioho. II. It is the wretched captive. 
The wife of Ajax ; the poor, sad Tecmessa. 

TBCME88A, CHORUS. 

Tec O ! I am lost, my friends ! undone, destroy^. 
Cho. Ha ! what hath happenM ! 
Tec Ajax lies before me, 830 

Slain by the sword which he has buried here. 
Cho. Fatal, sure, was our return, 

Thy untimely death to mourn. 
Me, and all thy faithful train, 
Cruel Ajax, hast thou slain ; 835 

Sad event, alas ! to me ; 
Sadder, woman ! still to thee. 
Tec ! I have reason now to weep, indeed. 
Cho. What hand performed the horrid deed t 
Tec. His own, 

Doubtless it was ; the sword he fell upon, 840 

Here fixM in earth, declares it must be so. 
Cho. [approachir^ towards the body,] 
Alone, without one pitying friend, 
Camest thou to this dreadful end ; 
Was I not myself to blame. 
Who, neglectful, never came 1 845 

Bring him, Tecmessa, to my eyes ; 
Tell me where thy AiaxUea, 
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Tsc. He is not to be seen : this folded prarment 
Shall hide the lUHrrid sight ; — a sight no friend 849 
Would wish to see ; while from his nostrils stream 
The black blood, more still issuing from the wound^ 
Made by his own destructive hand. O me ! 
What must I do t what friend will raise him up ? 
O ! where is Teucei* 1 He should have been here 
To pay his last sad duty to a brother. 855 

wretched Ajax ! but to think, alas ! 

What once thou hast been, and what now thou art, r 
Thy yery foes must sure lament thy fate. 
Cho. Ajax, long since, in thy obdurate mind, 
Thy sad purpose was designed ; 860 

Long since wert thou resolved to seek repose 

From thy never-ceasing woes. 
This from the daily sigh, the nightly tear, 

This from thy sorows did I fear: 
This from thy hate, which naught could e'er assuage ; 
And 'gainst the Atridae all thy rage : 866 

For never did thy soul contentment know. 

But still with fiercest indignation glow. 
Since great Achilles' arms were given to thy foe. 
Tec. O me ! 

Cho. Alas ! I know the wound must pierce 870 
Thy inmost soul. 

Tec Unhappy, lost Tecmessa ! 

Cho. O ! I believe thou art indeed imhappy. 
Bereaved of such a friend. 
Tec. Thou but believ'st it ; 

1 am too certain, for I feel it here. 
Cho. I know thou dost. 

Tec. What servitude, my child, 876 

Must we endure 1 Who will protect* us now ? 
Cho. Doubtless thy fear of future pain 
From the Atridae all are vain ; 
For never can they mean such ills to thee. 

Unfeeling they of human wo, 880 

Nor love nor piety could know. 
May Heaven avert the sad calamity f 

Dd 



4t SOPHOCLES. 

Tco. The g^ods ordaia'd it, and it most be so. 

Cho. But he hath suffer'd more than he deeenred. 

Tio. Jove's dreadful daughter, Pallas, so decretd 
His fate, to gratify her lovd Ulysses. 909 

Cho. Ulysses, ever pleased to see 

His madness, now will smile at thee ; 
Will laugh at Ajax* woes, nor pity thine : 

By him the cursed Atridse led, 890 

Perhaps will triumph o'er the dead, 
Jud in the cruel mirth with pleasure join. 

Tbo. Let them rejoice, let them insult him aoiT 
With savage joy ; but when the dreadful day 
Of battle comes, whom living they despised, 895 
When dead they shall lament : fools never know 
The treasure's value till the treasure's lost. 
But far more bitter was his death to roe. 
Than sweet to them : to Ajax 'twas most welcome ; 
Death was his onlv wish, and he obtain'd it : 900 
Then wherefore snould they triumph ? By the hand 
Of Heaven, and not by theirs, my Ajax felL 
Then let Ulysses smile : he is not theirs, 
He lives not for the Grecians : he is gone. 
And has bequeathed his sorrows all to me. 006 

TEUCEK, TECMESSA, CHORUS. 

Teu. Alas! Alas! 

Cho. Hark ! 'tis the voice of Teucer, 

In mournful sighs lamenting our sad fate. 

Tsu. O Ajax { is it so ? My dearest brother, 
Dear as these eyes to me, hath fame said true. 
And art thou gone ? 

Cho. O Teucer ! he is dead. ■ 010 

Teu. Unhappy fate ! 

Cho. 'Tis so« indeed. 

Teu. Alas ! 

Wreteh that I am t 

Cho* ! thou hast cause to weep 

Teu. Dreadful calamity ! 

Cho. It is, indeed, 

Too much to bear 
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Tbu. wretched, wretched Teucer ! 

Where is the chiUlt IsheHtTroyl 

Cho. Alone, 915 

And in the tent. 

Tku. WiUrye not bring him to me, 

Lest he should fall a yictim to the foe ; 
£v*n as the hunters seize the lion's whelp 
Left to its helpless dam t Quick ! fly ! assist me : 
For all are glad to triumph o'er the dead. 090 

Cho. To thee, O Teucer ! he bequeathed the car^ 
Of his loved child, and thou obey'st him well. 

Teu. P Ajax ! never did these eyes behold 
A sight so dreadful. Came I then for this 
With luckless speed 1 O melancholy joymey ! 095 
To seek thee long in vain, and thus at last 
To find thee dead before me ! O m^ brother ! 
Quick through the Grecian host, as if some god 
Had brought the Ridings, spread the dire report 
Of thy untimely fate ; far from thee then 930 

1 heard and wept ; but now, alas ! I see, 
And am undone. My best, my dearest Ajax ! 
Unveil the body ; let me view it well. 
And count my miseries : horrid spectacle ! 
O rash, adventurous deed ! What weight of wo 
Thy death has laid on me ! Alas ! to whom, 936 
Or whither shall I go ! O ! wherefore, Teucer, 
Wert thou not here to stop a brother's hand ! 
What will our poor unhappy father say. 
The wretched Telamon ? Will he receive me 940 
With looks of love and pleasure, when I come 
Without his Ajax ! O ! he never will. 
Ev'n in the best of times he was i^ot wont 
To smile or joy in aught : what then will now 
His anger vent ? Will he not speak of me 945 
As of a faithless, base, unworthy son, 
The spurious offspring of a captive mother, ' 
Who nath betray'd and slain his best-lov^ Ajax, 
To gain his fair possessions after death t 
Thus will bis wrath, sharpened by peevish age^ 950 
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Upbraid me, guiltless; and to slavery doom^dy 
A wretched exile from his native land, 
Shall Teucer wander forth : such dreadful ilk 
Must I expect at home. At Troy, my foes 
Are numerous ; and my friends, alas ! how few ! 
Thou art the cause of all ; for, O my Ajax ! 056 
What shall I do 1 How can I save thee now 
From this sad fate ? O ! who could have foreseen 
That Hector, long since dead, at last should prove 
The murderer of Ajax 1 By the gods 960 

I do beseech you, mark the fate of both 
The belt which Ajax did to Hector five, 
Dragg'd the brave Trojan o'er the bloody field. 
Till he expired ; and now, behold ! the swoid 
Which Hector gave to Ajax is the cause 966 

Of Ajax' death : Erynnis' self did forge 
The fatal steel, and Pluto made the belt, 
Dreadful artificer ! But this, and all 
That happens to us is the work of Heaven : 
If there be those who doubt it, let them hold 970 
Their differing judgments ; I shall keep my own. 

Cho. Teucer, no more ; . but rather now prepare 
To bury Ajax, and defend thvself 
Against thy foe, whom yonder I behold 
This way advancing, with malignant smile, 976 
And looks of ill intent. 

Teu. Who can it be t 

From the army, think'st thou 1 

Cho. 'Tis the man whose cause 

We came to fight, ev'n Menelaus. 

Teu. Tis so : 

As he approaches nigh, I know him well. 

MENBLAUS, TEUCER, CHORUS. 

Men. Stop there ; to thee I speak : let go the body ; 
I will not have it touch'd. 

Teu. Why touch it not ! 981 

Men. Because it is my will, and his who leads 
The Grecian host. 

Tiu. But wherefore is it so ? 
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Mkn. Greece fondly hoped that she had brought 
a friend 
And firm ally, but by experience found 986 

That Troy herself was not so much our foe 
As Ajax was, who nightly wander'd forth 
With deadliest rage to murder all our host ; 
And, but some god did frustrate his intent, 
The fate himseQ' hath met had been our own : 990 
Then had he triumphed ; but the gods ordained 
It should not be, and 'gainst the flocks and herds 
Tum'd.all his fury: wherefore, know, there lives 

not 
A man of courage or of power sufficient 
To bury Ajax : on the yellow shore 995 

He shall be cast, to be the food of birds 
That wander there. Thou mayst resent it too. 
But 'twill be vain ; at least we will command 
When dead, whom living we could ne*er subdue. 
Nor ask thy leave : he never would submit, 1000 
But now he must : yield, therefore, or we force thee. 
'TIS the plebeian's duty to obey 
The voice of those who bear authority. 
And he who doth not is the worst of men ; 
For never can the state itself support 1005 

By wholesome laws, where there is no submission. 
An army's best defence is modest fear 
And reverence of its leaders ; without these 
It cannot conquer ; it becomes a man. 
How great soe'er his strength, still to remember, 
A little, very little, may destroy him. 1011 

He, who is guarded by humility 
And conscious shame, alone in safety lies ; 
But where licentious freedom and reproach 
Injurious reign, each as his will directs 1015 

Still acting ; — ^know, that city soon must fall 
From all its bliss, and sink in deepest wo. 
Remember, then, respect is due to me. 
Let us not think, when pleasure is enjoy'd, 
We most not su£fer too and taste of paui\ V^M 
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For these to mortals still alternate rise. 

There lived not one so proud and arrogant 

As Ajax was : I will be naughty now ; 

It is my torn : take heed then, touch him not, 

Lest, while thou strivest to bury him, thyself 1 OK 

Shouldst drop into the tomb. 

Cho. O Menelaus ! 

Do not, with maxims grave, and wisdom's roles. 
Mix foul reproach and slander on the dead. 

Tsu. It should not move our wonder, O my friend! 
To see the vulgar err, of meaner souls, 1080 

And birth obscure, when men so nobly bom 
Will talk thus basely. Tell me, Menelaus ! 
(For Hwas thy first assertion) didst thou bring 
Our Ajax here to help the Grecian host, 
Or came he hither by himself alone 1035 

Conducted 1 Whence is thy command o'er him, 
Or these his followers ? who gave thee power ? 
Who gave thee right 1 Thou mayst be Sparta's king. 
But art not ours : Ajax was bound by law 
No more to thee than thou wert bound to Ajax ; 
Thyself no general, but to others here 1041 

Subjected, therefore lord it where thou mayst ; 
Command thy slaves; go threaten and chastise 

them; 
But I will bury Ajax, spite of thee 
And of thy brother, for I heed thee not. 1046 

He sail'd not here to quarrel for the wife 
Of Menelaus like a hireling slave. 
But to fulfil the strictly-binding oath 
Which he had sworn ; he did not come for thee. 
For he despised so poor a cause ; he came 1050 

1048 Tyndanis, the father of Helen, obliged all his daurhter** 
lovers to take an oath, that on which of them soever me lot 
should &U to marry her, the rest should unite in his defence, 
and, in case of any attempt to carry her off, should jdn their 
forces to recover her. Teucer, therefore. teUs Menelaus that it 
was not any personal regard to ami which induced Ajax to joib 
the aimy, but his resolution to fulfil this solemn engagement. 
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With all his heralds, and a numerous train, 
And brought his captains too ; remember, Uierefore, 
Thy clamours ne'er shall turn me from my purpose 
While thou art what thou art. 

Men. a tongue like thine 

But ill becomes thy state : 'tis most unseemly. 1055 

Teu. a keen reproach, with justice on its side. 
Is always grating. 

Men. This proud archer here 

Talks loudly. 

Teu. 'Tis no mean, illiberal art. 

Men. If thou couldst bear a shield, how insolent 
And haughty wouldst thou be, when naked thus 
Thou boast^st thy valour ! 

Teu. Naked as I am, 1061 

I should not fly from thee with all thy arms. 

Men. Thy tongue but speaks thy pride. 

Teu. I should be proud 

When I am just. 

Men. Dotli justice bid me love 

Him who destroy'd nie ? 

Teu. And art thou then destroy 'dt 

That*s strange indeed ; living and dead at once. 1066 

Men. For him I had been so : the gods preserved 
me. 

Teu. Do not dishonour then the powers divine 
That saved thee. 

Men. Do I violate their laws ? 

Teu. If thou forbid'st the burial of the dead, 
Thou dost offend the gods. 

Men. He was my fbe, 1071 

And therefore I forbid it. 

Teu. Art thou sure 

That Ajax ever was thy foe t 

Men. I am : 

Our hate was mutual, and thou know'st the cause. 

1067 Homer, whom Sophocles neyer loses lij^t ot, desciibes 
Teucar as a skilful archer. 
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Tcu. Because thou wert corrupted, thy false voice 
Condemn'd him. 

Mnr. Twas the judges' fault, not mine. 1076 

Tku. Thus mayst thou screen a thousand injiniea. 

Men. Some one may suffer for this insolence. 

Teu. Not more, perhaps, than others. 

Mkn. This alone 

Remember, buried he shall never be. 1060 

Teu. Do thou remember, too, I say he shafl. 

Mill. So have I seen a bold impenous man, 
With forward tong:ue, before the storm began, 
Urgiuff the tardy mariner to sail ; 1084 

But when the tempest rose, no more was heard 
The coward's voice, but, wrapp'd beneath his cloak. 
Silent he laid, and suffer'd every foot 
To trample on him : thus it is with thee. 
And thy foul tongue ; forth from a little cloud, 
Soon as the storm shall burst, it will o'erwhelm thee. 
And stop thy clamours. 

Teu. I too have beheld 1001 

A man with folly swoln, reproach his friends 
Oppressed with sore calamity, when straight 
One came like me, with indignation fired ; 
Saw, and address'd him thus : — ** Cease, shameless 
wretch* ! 1096 

Nor thus oppress the dead ; for if thou dost, 
Remember, thou shalt suffer for thy crime." 
Thus spake he to the weak, insulting fool : 
Methinks I see him here ; it must be he, 
Sv'n Afenelaus : have I guessed aright 1 1100 

Men. 'Tis well ; 111 leave thee ; 'tis a folly thus 
To talk with those whom we have power to punish. 

[Ewit. 

TEUCER, CHORUS. 

Tbu. Away ! this babbler is not to be borne. 

1075 It 18 said that in the femaous contest between Ajax and 
Pl y sis a for the arms of Achilles, the foimer lost them bj ths 
earang vote of Menelaua. 
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Cho. The contest wOl grow wann. Teiicer! 
haste, 
Prepare some boUow foss for the remains 1105 
Of Ajax : raise him there a monument, 
By after ages ne'er to be forgotten. 

Tiir. Andlo! in happy hour this way advancing 
The wif^iand son of our anhappv friend, 
To pay due honours, and adorn his tomb. 1110 

TKQMC88A, BURTSAOBS, TlUCf »^ CBORUS. 

Tcir* Come hither, boy ! bend down, and touch thy 
father : i 

There sit ; and, holding in thy hands this hair. 
And hers, and thine, the suppliant's humble treasure, 
Offer thy pious prayers for thy dead father. 
If from yon hostile camp the foe should come 1116 
To drive thee hence, far Arom his native land, 
Whoe'er he be, unburied may he lie, 
From his whole race uprooted, torn away, 
fSv'n as this hair which here I cut before thee. 
O ! guard it well, my child ! and you, my friends ! 
Behave like men, assist, protect him now, 1121 
Till I return ; and, spite of all our foes. 
Perform the rites, and raise a tomb to AjaX. 

TCCmSSA, StRTSAOKS,. OVORtS. 
CBORI^S.— STROPBtt I. 

When will the happy hour appear. 

That comes to calm our every fear, 1135 

From endless toil to bring us sweet repose. 

To bid our weary wanderings cease. 

To fold us in the arms of peace. 
And put the wish^d-for period to our woes ! 
For since the day when first to Troy we came, 1 180 
Nau^t have we known but grief, reproach, and 
shame. 

AimSTROniR I. 

O ! that the man, who erst» inspired 
WHh horrid rage, oor OrecianB txt& 
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To riaugfatei^us deeds, and taught them first to 
fight, 
E'er he had learn'd the dreadful tnid«» 1186 
Himself had mingled with the dead. 

Or scattered wide in air, or sunk in endless night ! 

For O ! from war unnumber'd evils flow, 

The inexhausted source of every human wo. 

STROPHC n. 

By war disturb'd, the genial board 1140 

No longer will its sweets afford ; 
Their fragrant odours round my head, 
The verdant wreaths no lonmr spread ; 
Nor music's charms my soul delight. 
Nor love with rapture crowns the night, 1146 
No love, alas ! for me, but grief and care ; 
For when I think of Troy, I still despair. 
And wet with many a tear my wild oishevell'd hair. 

ANTI8TR0PHK II. 

Nor nightly fear, nor hostile dart, 
While Ajax lived, appaird my heart ; 1160 

fiut all our pleasures now are o'er ; 
The valiant Ajax is no more. 
O ! could I climb the woody steep 
That hangs incumbent o'er the deep. 
From Sunium's cliff by waves for ever beat ! 1165 
Thence should my eye the lovely prospect greet, 
And smile on sacred Athens rising at my feet. 

ACT V. 

TEUOKR, AOAMEMNON, CHORUS. 

Txu. This way I bent my hasty steps, to meet • 
The Grecian chief, who hither comes prepared 
To vent his keen reproaches. 

AoA. I am toldy 1160 

That thou, ev'n thou, the son of a vile slave, 
Hast dared to utter foulest calumny 
Against thy prince, and pass'd mipunish'd for it. 
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Mean as thy birth is, what had been tlQr pride 

And high demeanour, had thy mother spruiiig llM 

From noble blood 1 Barbarian as thou art» 

How cooldst thou praise a wretch, who, like th3rself, 

Was nothing ! We, it seems (for thou hast sworn it), 

Are not the masters or of Greece or thee : 

Ajax, alone, thou say'st was leader here. 1170 

Shall we be thus insulted by our slaves ? 

Who is this boaster t and what mighty deed 

Hath he performed which I could not Imve done ? 

Is there no herb in the Grecian host 

But Ajax 1 Vain, indeed, were our resolves 1175 

In the warm contest for Achilles' arms. 

If Teucer yet shall question the decree 

Against the general voice ; resisting still, 

And still reproachful, with delusive arts, 

Though conquerM, yet opposing : wholesome laws 

Will naught avail, if those whom justice deems 1181 

Superior to the vanquished must resign. 

And first in virtue be the last in fame. 

It must not be : not always the huge size 

Of weighty limbs ensures the victory ; 1185 

They who excel in wisdom are alone 

Invincible. Thou seest the brawny ox, 

How the small whip will drive him through the 

field: 
What if the medicine be applied to thee. 
For thy proud, boasting, and licentious tongue ? 1 190 
'TwiU be thy portion soon, unless thou learh'st 
More wisdom. Henceforth, mindful what thou art, 
Bring with thee one of nobler blood to plead 
Thy cause; for know, the language which thou 

talk*st 
Is barbarous, and I understand thee not. 1105 

€uo. I can but wish that wisdom may attend 
To guide you both 

Teu. Alas, how very soon 

Are all the merits of the dead forgotten ! 
O Ajax ! is the memory of thee 
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Already lost ! ev^ by the man for whom MOO 

Thy life so oft was TenturM in the field ! 

Bat now His past, and buried in oblivion. 

Thou wordy slanderer ! canst thon not reBMini»er» 

When, baffled and unequal to the foe, 

Close pent within the walls our forces lav ;— 1805 

Canst thou not call to mind, who came alone 

To your deliverance, when devouring flames 

Tower*d o'er our ships ; when Hector leaped the 

foss, 
And rush'd among us ! Then who fought for Greece 1 
Who drove him back, but Ajax? who, thou say'st, 
Could never fiffht ; did he not fight for you 1 1811 
He met the noble Hector hand to hand ; 
Unbidden dared the fortune of the field ; 
He scorn'd the coward's art to fix his lot 
In the moist earth ; forth from the crested helmet 
It sprang the first: such were the deeds of Ajaz, 1816 
And I was witness of them ; I, the slave, 
For so thou call'st me, sprung from a baiimrian. 
How dares a wretch like thee to talk of birth t 
Who was thy grandsire ? Canst thou not remember 
That old barbarian, Phrygian Pelops ? Tell me, 1381 
Who was thy father ? Atreus, was he not ? 
That worst of men, who, at a brother's table. 
Served up his children ; horrible repast ! 
Thy mother, too, a Cretan, and a slave ; 1885 

A vile adulteress, whom thy father caught, 
And headlong cast into the sea. Shalt thou 
Talk then to me of birth 1 to me, the son 
Of valiant Telamon, renown'd in war, 
And wedded to a queen, the royal race 1830 

Of great Laomedon, and fairest gift 
Of famed ^Icides t Thus of noble blood 
From either parent sprung, shall I disgrace 
The man whom thou, inhuman ! woiudst still keep 
Unburied here ? Dost thou not blush to think onHt 
But, mark me well; if thou dost cast him forth, 1836 
Not he alone inglorious on the plain 
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Shall lie ; together we will perish all : 

To die with glory in a brother's caase 

Is better far than fighting for the wife 1340 

Of Agamemnon or of Menelaus : 

For thy own sake, and not for mine, remember, 

If thou provoke me, thonlt be sorry for it, 

And wish thou'dst rather feared than anger*d Teucer. 

ULT88E8, AGAMEMNON, MENKLAUS, TEUCER, CHORUS. 

Cho. Ulysses, if thou meanest not to inflame, 1345 
But to compose this dreadful strife, thou comest 
In happiest hour. 

Ulys. Far off I heard the voice 

Of the Atridffi o'er this wretched corse. 
Whence rose the clamour, friends ! 

Men. With bitterest words 

This Teucer, here, Ulysses, has reviled me. 1350 

Ulys. What words 1 for if he heard the same 
from thee, 
I blame him not. 

AoA. He did provoke me to it. 

Ulys. What injury hath he done thee ? 

AoA. He declares 

The body shall have sepulture ; himself 
Perforce will bury Ajax, spite of me 1355 

And of my power. 

Ulys. Shall I be free, and speak 

The truth to thee, without reproach or blame 1 

AoA. Thou mayst ; for well thou know'st I hold 
Ulysses, 
Of all the Greeks, my best and dearest friend. 

Ults. Then hear me : by the gods, I must entreat 
thee, 1360 

Do not, remorseless and inhuman, cast 
The body forth unburied, nor permit 
Authority to trample thus on justice. 
E'er since our contest for Achilles' arms, 
Hath Ajax been my foe, and yet I scorn 1999 

To use him basely : ev'n Ulysses owns^ 
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Of all the Grecian chiefs who came to Tfoy 

Except Achilles, Ajax was the bravest. - « 

Po not deny him then the honours, dne ^ 

To worth so ^eat ; for know, it were a crimOi U90 

Not against him alone, but 'gainst the gods ; 

A violation of the laws difine. 

To hull the brave and virtuous after death, 

Ev'n though he liv'd thy foe, is infamous. 

AeA. Plead*st thou for Ajax t 

Ulvs. Yes : I was his foe 1875 

While justice would permit me ; but he*s dead : 
Therefore thou shouldst not triumph, nor rejoice 
With mirth unseemly o'er a vanquished man. 

AoA. *Tis not so easy for a king to act 
By honour's strictest rules. 

Ults. Tis always so, 1980 

To hearken to the counsels of a friend, 
When he advises well. 

AoA. But know, the good 

And virtuous still submit to those who rule. 

Ults. No more : when thou art vanquished by 
thy friends, 
Thou art thyself the conqueror. 

AoA. Still remember 1985 

For whom thou plead'st, Ulysses. 

Ulys. For a foe, 

But for a brave one. 

Aga. Dost thou thus revere, 

Ev'n Biter death, thy enemy 1 

Ulvs. I do : 

Virtue is dearer to me than revenge. 1989 

AoA. Such men are most unstable in their ways. 

Ulys. Our dearest friend may one day be our foe. 

AoA. Dost thou desire such friends ? 

Ulys. I cannot love 

Or praise the unfeeling heart. 

Aga. This day shall Greece 

Mark us for cowards. 

UXfTS. Greece wiU call m just. 
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Aga. WoukJst thou persuade me, then, to grant 
^m burial ? 15)96 

Ultb. I Would, and for that purpose came I hitlrar. 

AoA. How eyer^ man consults his own adrantag^, 
And acts but for himsetf! 

TJi*Ts. And who is he 

Whom I should wish to senre before Ul3rBs4i ? 

AoA. Tis thv own work, remember, and-DOt mine. 

Ul78. The deed will win thee praise, and every 
tongue 1301 

Shall call thee good. 

AeA. Thou know'st Pd not refuse 

Ulysses more, much more than this ; but Ajax, 
Or buried or unburied, is the same, 
And must be hateful still to Agamemnon : 1306 

But do as it beseems thee best. 

Cho. Ulysses ! 

The man who says thou art not wise and good, 
Is senseless and unjust« 

Ults. 1 tell thee, Teucer, 

Henceforth I am as much the friend of Ajax 
As once I was his foe : er'n now I mean 1310 

To join with thee, a fellow-labourer 
In ail the pious offices of love ; 
Nor would omit, what ev'ry man should pay, 
The honours due to such exalted virtue. 

Teu. O best of men ! thou hast ray thanks and 
praise, 1315 

And well deservest them, for thou hast transcended 
My utmost hopes. I little thought the worst 
Of all his foes among the Grecian host 
Would thus alone defend, alone protect 
The dead from insult, when these thundering leaders 
United came, to cast his body forth 1331 

With infamy : but may the god who rules 
O'er high Olympus, and the vengeful Furies 
Daughters of Jove, the guilt-rewarding sisters. 
With all-deciding justice, soon repay 1396 

The haughty tyrants: for thy offered ^ 
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• 

8on of Laertes, in the funeral rites/--^ ' 
Perhaps it maj offend the honoor'd shade 
Of our dead friend : it cannot be accepted! * 
For all beside we thank thee : if thou wiliest 1810 
To send assistance from the Grecian oamp^ 
Twill be received ; the rest shall be my care. 
Thou hast performM the duty of a friend, 
And we acknowledge it. 

Ulys. 1 would hare lent 

My willing aid ; but since it must not be, 1336 

I shall submit : farewell. [Exit Ulysses. 

▲OAMIBOION, MBNILAUS, TEUOIK, BURYSACtS, CB0BI7S. 

Tbu. Thus far is right : 

The time already past doth chide our sloth. 
My friends, be vigilant : let some prepare 
The hollow foss ; some o^er the sacred flame 
Place the rich tripod for the funeral bath : 1340 

Forth from the camp a chosen band must bear 
His glittering arms, and trophies of the war. 
Do thou, my child, if thou hast strength, uplift 

[to Eurysar.es, 
Thy father^s body : see, the reins, yet warm. 
Spout forth with blood. Haste, help, assist me, all 
who bear the name of friends, and pay with me 
Your last sad duties to the noble Ajax ; 1347 

For never was on earth a better man. 

Cho. Whatever of good or ill weak mortals know. 
Must from their best of guides, experience, flow. 
Seek then no farther : for to man is dven 1361 
The present state ; the future left to Heaven. 
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Aftir Agamemnon had been aaaaaainated bj his wife Clytem- 
neatra and her paramour iBgiathoSp Orestes, thsn' an iniant, 
was presenred nom a participation m the same fate by his sis- 
ter £lectra, who privately conveyed him to the court of Stro- 
phius, king of Phocis, who trotted him with the utmost kind- 
ness, and educated him with his son Pylades, with whom he 
contracted an indissoluble frienddup. On attaining jrears of 
maturity, Orestes, together with hu comi)anion, visited the 
city of Mvcene in disguise, and, by the assistance of his gov- 
ernor, deluded the adulterous pair Into a fatal security, by a 
report which he propagated of his death. Having at lei^[th 
discovered himsMf to Electra, who willingly co-operated with 
him in the prosecution of his revenge, he slew his mother 
during the absence of the tyrant, who, on his return, received 
the just punishment of his atroaous guilt. 



ACT I. 

Scene, — Jtfycetue, before the palace ofJEgUthus, 

ORE8TE8, PYLADIS, OOYERNOR OF ORIStlES. 

Got. O 8(ht of great Atrides, he who led 
Embattled Greece to Troy^s devoted walls; 
At length behold what thy desiring ejeB 
So long have sought ; behold thy native soilf 
Thy much-loved Argos, atid the hallow*d grove 5 
Of lo, frantic maid : on this side lies 

6 lo, the daughter o£ Inachus, who was transformed into a 
heifer by Jupiter, to conceal her from the rase of Juno, who dia* 
coveiea and placed her ander the gnaidisiumiig <A kt^pa» 
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The Lycian forum ; on the left, the fane 
Of Juno far renownM : behold ! we come 
To rich Mycenae, and the slaughterous house 
Of Pelop's hapless race, from whose sad walls 10 
Lonff since 1 bore thee, at thy sister's hand 
Gladly received, and with paternal care 
To this bless'd day have fostered up thy youth, 
Till riper years should give thee to return. 
And pay with dire revenffe thv father's murder. 15 
Now, my Orestes ! and thou dear companion 
Of all our sufferings, much-loved Pylades !' 
Let deepest counsel sway our just resolves ; 
For, lo ! resplendent Phoebus, with his light. 
Calls up the cheerful birds to early song, flO 

And gloomy Night hath lost her starry train : 
Gome then* my friends, and ere the awdtenM city 
Pours forth her busy throngs, this instant here 
Let us consult : believe me, His no time 
For dull delay ; 'tis the decisive hour, 86 

And this the very crisis of our fate. 
Ores. What proofs thou givest me of the noblest 

nature 
And true benevolence, thou good old man ! 
Of servants sure the faithfulest and best 
That ever bore the name. The generous steed, 30 
Though worn with years, thus Keeps his wonted 

courage, 
And warns his master of approaching danger : 
Like him, thou stirr'st me up to noble deeds, 
And foUow'st me undaunted : but attend 
To what I hare resolved ; and, if I err, 35 

Let thy superior Judgment set me right. 
When to the Delphic oracle I Hew, 
Eager to know how on my father's foes 
I best might satiate my revenge, the god 
E^joinM me not by force, or open arms, 49 

To rush upcm them ; but with guileful arts, 

7 A place Ncted to ApoDo. 
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And silent, well-conducted frand, betray them. 
Such was his will ; thou, therefore, soon as time 
Shall lend the opportunity, unknown 
And unsuspected (as thy absence hence 45 

For so long space, and hoary age, shall make thee), 
Must steal upon them, learn their secret counsels, 
As soon thou ma3rst, and quick inform us Of them ; 
Say thou'rt of Phocis, from Phanoteus sent, 
By one who is their friend and firm ally : 50 

Say, and confirm it with a solemn oath, 
Orestes is no more, by a rude shock 
Thrown from his chariot at the Pythian games ; 
Be this thy tale. Meantime (for thus the god 
His will divine express'd) my father's tomb 55 

With due libations and devoted hair 
Ourselves will crown ; and thence retohiing, brin^, 
From the dark covert where thouknc^w'st Hwas hia. 
The brazen urn ; there, we shall tell the tyrant. 
Thrice welcome news ! Orestes* ashes lie. 60 

What should deter me from the pious fraud, 
Since my feign'd death but ^ins me real fame, 
And I shall wake to better life ! the deed 
Which brings success and honour must be good. 
Ofltimes the wisest and the best of men, 65 

From death like this, have rose with added great- 
ness ; 
Ev'n so thy friend to his deluded foes 
Shall soon return unlookM-for, and before them 
Shine like a star with more distinguished lustre. 
my loved country, and its guardian gods ! 70 

Receive Orestes, and with happy omen 
Propitious smile ; and thou, paternal seat ! 
For, lo! by Heaven's command I come to purge 

thee 
Of vile usurpers, and avenge thy wrong. 

49 Phanotens was a aonii town of Phocis, % cit^'^ Q(tc«^ 
kakOQB far the oracle of Belpfaoe : accoiding to Stnkbo«'^ 
ianuHjrcaihd Fannie. 

Auv.— f 
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Drive me not froni thee an abandon'd exile 71 

With infamy, but grant me to possess 

My father's throne, and fix his injured race. 

Thus far 'tis well : my faithful minister ! 

Thou to thy office, we to ours with speed y 

So time and opportunity require^ 80 

On whom the fate of mortals must depend. 

Elec. [from withinJ] O misery ! 

Got. Methought a mommful Toice 

Spake from within. 

Oris. Perhaps the poor Electra : 

ShaU we not stay and heimLen to itt 

Gov. No : 

First, be Apollo's great behests obey'd 81 

Before thy father's tomb ; that pious deed i 

Perform'd shall fire our souls with nobler warmt]i« 
And crown our bold attempt with fair snecesB. ■ 

sacred light ! and, O, thou ambient air I 

Oft have ye heard Electra's loud laments, 90 

Her sighs, and groans, and witnessM to her woes, 
Which ever, as each hateful morn appear'd, 

1 pour'd before you ; what at eve retired 
I felt of anguish, my sad couch alone 

Can teU, which, water'd nightly with my tears, 95 
Received me sorrowing : that best can teU 
What pangs I sutfer'd for a hapless father. 
Whom not the god of war with ruthless hand 
Struck nobly fighting in a distant soil : 
But my fell mother, and the cursed JSgisthus, 100 
The partner of her bed, remorseless slew. 
Untimely didst thou fall, lamented shade ! 
And none but poor Electra mourns thy fate ; 
Nor shall she cease to mourn thee, while these eyes 
View the fair heavens, or behold the sun ; lOdr 

Never, ! never like the nightingale, 

lOd Philomela, the dafag&terof PandioD, and sister of Protenn^ 
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Whose plaintive song bewails her ravished brood ; 
Here wUl I still lament my father'i^ wrongs, 
And teach the echo t6 repeat my moan. 

ye infernal deities! ana thou,. 110 
Terrestrial Hermes ! and thou, Nemesis, 
Replete with curses ! and ye vengeful Furies ! 
Offspring of gods, the ministelrs of wrath 

To vile adulterers, who with pity vfew 

The slaughtered innocent, behold this deed. }15 

O ! come, assist, revenue my father's murder ; 

Quickly, O I quickly bring me my Orestes ; 

For, lo ! I sink beneath oppressive wo, 

And can no longer bear the weight alooe. 

CHORUS, ELEOTRA. 

Cso. O wretched daughter of an impious mother! 
Wilt thou for ever mourn ; for ever thus, 131 

With unavailing tears and endless sorrow, 
Lament the royal A^menmon's fate, 
By a vile woman's wicked arts be^ay'd ? 
Perish the hand (forgive the pious curse, 135 

Ye heavenly powers !) that gave the deadly blow ! 

Elec. My noble friends, and partners in affliction. 
Who thus, to sooth my sorrows, kindly try 
Each art which love and friendship can inspire ; 
Ye come to comfort me, I know ye do : 130 

1 know my tears are fruitless all, and vain ; 
But, O ! {Permit me to indulge my griefs, 
For I must weep. 

Cho. Thy tears can ne'er recall him 

From the dark mansions of the common gi^ve, 
No, nor thy prayers; they can but make thee 
wretched, 135 

the wife of Tereus. The poet, both in this and the followioff 
scene, takes the nightingale for Procne ; as it was Procne, and 
not Philomelat who served up her son Itys to Tereus, in reirvnge 
for the injury done to her sister. iEschylus, Euripides^ and 
Aristophanes also, suppose Procne to have been chaxif<ttivD&A% 
nightingale. 
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And sink Uvee deeper in calamity ; 
Why art thou then so fond of misery f 

Elio. Devoid of sense and feeling is the heart 
That can forget an injured parent's wrongs. 
I love the airy messenger of Jove ; 140 

The mournful bird that weeps her Itys* fate, 
And every night repeats the tender tale ; 
Thee too I reverence as a ffoddess, thee, 
Unhappy Niobe ! for still thou weep^st, 
And from the marble tears eternal flow. 145 

Cho. But, ! reflect that not to thee alone 
Misfortune comes, that comes to all : behold 
Iphianassa and Chrysothemis, 
And him who hides his grief, illustrious youth, 
The loved Orestes ; these have suffered too. 100 

£l«o. Orestes ! yes, Mycensa shall receive 
In happy hour her ^reat avenger ; Jove 
With smiles auspicious shall conduct him to me. 
For him alone 1 wait ; for him, a wretch 
Despised, of children and of nuptial rites 155 

Hopeless 1 wander ; he remembers not 
What I have done for him, what sufferM ; still 
With airy promises he mocks my hopes, 
And yet he comes not to me. 

Cho. But he will. 

Despair not, daughter ; Jove is yet in heaven, 100 
The god who sees, and knows, and governs dl * 
Patient to him submit, nor let thy rage 
Too far transport thee, nor oblivion drown 
The just remembrance of thy matchless woes. 
Time is a kind, indulgent deity, 165 

And he shall give thee succour, he shall send 

140 Procne, called the messenger of Jove, from ushering in 
the sprini^. See the note on Philomela. 

144 Niobe, the daughter of Tantalus, and queen of Thebes: 
feigned by the poets to be turned into stone, after the death ok 
her children. 

148 The sisters of Electra. 
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The god of Acheron, from Chrysa's shorlMi 
To bring Orestes, and avenge thy wrongs. 

Elec. O! but the while how much of life ill gone! 
And I, a hopeless wretched orphan still, 170 

Without a friend to guard or to protect me ; 
Disgraced, dishonour^, like a stranger clad 
In base attire, and fed with homeliest fare ! 

Cho. Sad news indeed the hapless messenger 
To Argos brought, that spoke the wish'd return 17$ 
Of thy loved father to his native soil ; 
Fatal the night when Agamemnon fell 
Or by a mortal or in^mortal hand ; ^ 
The work of fraud and lust» a horrid deed ! 
Whoever perform'd it. 

Ei.Bc. detested feast ! 180 

O day the bitterest sure that ever rose ! 
With him I perished then ; but may the gods 
Repay the murderers ; never may they hear 
The voice of joy, or taste of comfort more. 

Cho. Cease thy complaints: already hast thou 
suffered 185 

For thy loud discontents and threaten'd vengeance. 
•Tis folly to contend with power superior. 

Elec. Folly, indeed, and madness ! but my griefs 
Will force their way ; and while Electra breathes 
She must lament ; for who will bring me comfort, 190 
Or sooth my sorrows t Let me, let me go. 
And weep wr ever. 

Cho. 'Tis my love entreats ; 

Trust me, I feel a mother's fondness for thee, 
And fain would save thee from redoubled woes. 

Elec And wouldst thou have me tlien neglect the 
dead? 195 

167 Cluysa was a town of Phoeis, of wfaieh Stropfains, the 
(fieUher of rylades, was king. This was the place where Crests 
was privately educated, and accounts for the celebrated friends 
phip of the two princes. 

193 The Chorus is composed of the principal matrons of ranJi; 
«94 <fiMiy m Myceoe. 

F 8 
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Forget my father t Can there be auch guilt 1 ' 

When I do ao, may infamy puraue me ; 

And if I wed, may all the jojra of lore 

Be far removed ! If vengeance doth not fell 

On crimes like these, for ever farewell, jostice ! fiOO 

Shame, honour, truth, and piety, farewell ! 

Cho. Pardon me, daughter! if my warmth offondi 
Glad I submit ; we'll foUow and obey thee. 

Elic. I am myself to blame, and blush to think 
How much unfit I seem to bear the weight 905 
Imposed upon me ; but indeed 'tis great. 
Forgive me, friends ! a woman bom as I am,— 
Must she not grieve to see each added minute 
Fraught with new miseries ? thus to be a slave 
£v*n in my father's house, and from those hands SIO 
Which shed his blood to ask the means of life t 
Think what my soul must suffer to behold 
The cursed ^gisthus seated on the throne 
Of Agamemnon, in the very robes 
Which once were his ! to see the tyrant pour 315 
Libations forth ev'n on the fatal spot 
Where the sad deed was done ! but, worst of all, 
To see the murderer usurp his bed. 
Embrace my mother (by that honourM name 
If I may call a guilty wretch like her), 8d0 

Who, pleased, returns his love, and of her crimes 
Unconscious, smiles, nor fears the avenging Furies ; 
But ever, as the bloody day returns 
Which gave the royal victim to her wiles, 
Annual the dance and choral song proclaim 236 
A solemn feast ; nor impious sacrifice 
Forgets she then to her protecting gods. 
ShockM at the cruel banquet, I retire, 
And in some comer hide my griefs, denied 
£v*n the sad comfort to indulge my sorrows ; 330 
For Clytemnestra, in opprobrious terms. 
Reviles me oft :— " To thee alone," she cries, 
" Is Agamemnon lost, detested maid 1 
Think'st thou Electra only weeps his fate t 
PeMiion on thee ! May the imemal gods 335 
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Refuse thee succour, and protract thy pains !** 

Thus rails she bittet ; and if by chance she hear 

Orestes is approaching, stung with rage, 

Wild she exolsums, — ^*' Thou art the accursed cause : 

This is thy deed, who stole Orestes from me, 240 

And hid him from my rage ; but be assured, 

Ere long my vengeance shall overtake thee for it !*' 

These threats her noble lord still urges en ; 

That Tile adulterer, that abandonM coward, 

Whose fearful soul callM in a woman^s aid 245 

To execute his bloody purposes; 

Meantime Electra sighs for her Orestes, 

Her wish'd avenger ; his unkind delay 

Destroys my hopes. Alas ! my gentle friends, 

Who can bear this, and keep an equal mind ? 250 

To sufiejr ills like mine, and not to err 

From wild distraction, would be strange indeed ! 

Cflo. But say, Electra, is the tyrant near. 
Or may we speak our thoughts unblameid ? 

Elec. Thou mayst ; 

i had not else beyond the palace dared 955 

To wander hither. 

Cho. I would fain have asked thee — 

Elec. Ask what thou wilt, iEgisthus is far off. 

Cho. Touching thy brother, then ; inform me quick 
If aught thou know^st that merits firm belief. 

Elec. He promises, but comes not. 

Cho. Things of moment 

Require deliberation and delay. 261 

Elec O ! But did 1 delay to save Orestes ? 

Cho. He boasts a noble nature, and will ne'er 
Forget his friends : be confident. 

Eleo. I am ; 

Were I not so, I had not lived till now. 265 

Cho. But soft ; behold the fair Chrysothemis 
Advance this way, and in her hand she bears 
Sepulchral offerings to the shades below. 

268 The sepulchral offerinn here mentioned were ^ivetsHi 
hODCf, wine, mflk, water, and barley-floox *, i\ieae'W«MQiMA!iBP^ 
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CHRTSOTHEMIB, BLIOTRA, GHOSUt. 

Chrt. Still, my Electra, pouring forth thy griefs f 
Art thou not yet by sad experience taught 870 

How little they avail ? 1 too must feel, 
And could resent, as, were thy sister's power 
But equal to her will, her foes should know. 
Meantime with lower*d sail to bear the storm 
Befit us best, nor, helpless as we are, ftIS 

With idle hopes to meditate revenge. 
Yield then with me ; and thoueh impartial Justice 
Plead on thy side, remember if we prize 
Or life or liberty we must obey. 

Elec. Jt ill becomes mat Agamemnon's danghter 
Thus to forget her noble father's worth, 981 

And take a base unworthy mother's part ; 
For well 1 see frojn whom thy counsels flow ; 
Naught from thysejf thou say'st, but all from her ; 
Either thy reason's lost« or if thou hast it, 285 

Thou hast forgot thy friends, who should be dear 
And precious to thee : of thy boasted hate 
Against our foes, and what thou vaunt*st to do, 
If thou badst power, I reck not : while with me 
Thou wilt not join in great revenge, bujb still S90 
Dissuadest me from it. Is't not cowardly 
To leave nje thus 1 Tell me, I beg thee tell me, 
What mighty gain awaits my tame submijBsion, 
Should I suppress my griefs : I can but live ; 
That I do now, a wretched life indeed ! 896 

But 'tis enough for me, and I am happy, 
While I can torture them, and to the aead 
Pay grateful honours, if to them such care 
Aught gratefjil can bestow. Thy hate, I fear me, 
Is l?ut in word ; thou dost befriend the murderers. 
For pie, not all the wealth they could bestow, 301 
Not aU the gifts which they have poured on thee, 

to render the ghost propitious, and were poured on the ground 
or grave-stone, and, together with a certain form of words^ pfifon4 
pf> the deceased.. 
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Should bind me to them : take thy costly banquets, 
And let thy days with ease and pleasure flow : 
Give me but food, and I am satisfied. 305 

1 wish not for thy honours ^ nor wouldst thou. 
If thou wert wise, receive them at their hands. 
Thou mightst be daughter to the best of fathers, 
And art thy mother^s only ; take that name ; 
And henceforth all shall mark thee as a wretch, 310 
Who hath betray'd her father and her friends. 

Cho. I do entreat you, let not anger come 
Between you thus ; you both have reasoned well, 
And much of mutual benefit may flow. 
If each to other lend a patient ear. 315 

Chrt. Custom, my noble friends ! hath made re- 
proach 
Familiar with me ; and so well I know 
Her haughty mind, I had been silent still. 
But that I saw the danger imminent, 
And came to warn her of the fatal stroke, 320 

Which soon must end her and her griefs together. 

EuBC. Tell me this mighty danger ; if aught more 
It threaten than Electra long hath borne, 
I yield me to thy counsels. 

Chby. Hear me then : 

Know thou art doomed, unless thou dost refrain 325 
Thy clamorous ^efs, far from the light of day. 
And this thy native soil, within a cell 
Dismal and dark to spend the poor remains 
Of thy sad life, and there lament thy fate. 

Elec. Is it decreed ? Must it in truth be so ? 330 

Chbt. Soon as ^gisthus shall return, it must. 

Elec. Quick let mm come: 1 long to see him 
here. * 

Crrt. Alas ! what dreadful imprecations these ! 

Elec Would he were present, if for this he 
comes ! 

Chay. What ! to destroy thee ? is thy mind dis- 
turbed ! 335 

Elio. That I might fly for ever tcom \\v^ %\.\goX.. 
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Chry. Wilt thou not think bow to preserve thy 
life? 

Elec. Mine is a blessed life indeed to think of! 

Chbt. It might he blessed if thou wouldst bave 
it so. 

Elec. Teach me pot basely to betray my friends. 

Chry, I do not ; all I ask thee is to yield 341 
To powers superior, 

Elec. Fawn on them thyself; 

Thou dost not know Electra. 

Chry. Sure, itbetter 

Deserves the name of wisdom to avoid 
Than hasten thy destruction, 

Elec. No; to die 346 

Were pleasure, could I but avenge my father. 

Chry. Our father, doubt it not^ will pardon thee, 

Elec. Tis mean to think so. 

Chry. Wilt thou not consent t 

Elec, Never, O I never, be my soul so weak. 

Chry. Then to my errand ; fare thee well. 

Elec. To whom, 350 

Chrysothemis 1 and whither dost thou bear 
Those sacred offerings ! 

Chry. To our father's tomb, ^. 

From Clytemnestra. 

Elec. To the man she bated t 

The man, my sister — 

Chry. Whom she killM, I know, 

Thou wouldst say. 

Elec. Why, what should move her to it ? 3H 

Chry. If I mistake not, horrors late impressed, 
From a sad vision. 

Elec. O my country's gods ! 

Succour me now ! 

Chry. What hopes dost thou conceive 

From this 1 

Elec. The dream : and I will tell thee aQ. 

Chry. I know bi^t little of it. 
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Ofttimes to words, how few soe'er they be. 
Is given the power to save or to destroy. 

Chbt. Once more to light returned (so f»me re- 
ports), 
Before her oyr loved father did appear^ 
The royal sceptre wielded in his hand^ 805 

Which now JSgisthus bears; whence seemM to 

spring 
A green and le^fy branch, whose wide extent 
O'er all Mycenae spread its verdant shade : 
This did I learn, and this alone^ from one 
Who listenUlong attentive, while she told 370 
Her vision to the Si|n ; btnce all her fears, 
And hencjB my destioid joumey. 

Ehtc. By the gods 

Let me conjure thee, bear me ; if thou dost not, 
Too late shalt thou repent, when for thy guilt 
Evil o'ertake thee. O Chrysothemis ! 375 

Never, I beg thee, to our father's tomb 
Bear thou those oflTerings ^ 'twere a horrid deed^. 
from such a woman : give them to the winds, 
Let them be hid, deep buried in the sands, 
And not the smallest grain escape, to reach 380 
That hallow'd place ; let them remain for her, 
Safe in the earth till she shall meet them there. 
Kone but this shameless, this abandoned woman. 
Would e'er with impious offerings thus adorn 
The tomb of him she murder'd : by the dead 385 
Think'st thou such gifts can be with joy received 1 
Gifts from that hand, which from his mangled corse 
fi«verM his lifeless limbs, and on the head 
Of the poor victim wiped her bloody sword. 
Madness, to think that offerings and ablutions 390 

371 It W£t8 cnstomarv among the ancients, when they had 
f)6en terrified by bad dreams, to open their windows in the 
momiflg, and reuite their dreams to the Sun, Who, they imagined, 
as he Bad power to dispel the darkness, could also turn aside 
aU the eyiu which the preceding nig^t had threatened them 
with. ■ t, 
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Could purge such crimes, or wash her stains away! 

Never, ! never : but of this no more. 

Instant, my sister ! thy devoted hair, 

With these disheveUM locks, and this my zone, 

Plain as it is, and unadomM, shalt thou 395 

Bear to our father : wretched offerings these, 

But, ! His all Electra now can give. 

Bear them, and suppliant on thy knees implore him 

To smile propitious, and assist his childrep. 

Pray for Orestes, too, that soon with power 400 

He may return, and trample on our foes ; 

So shall a fairer tribute one day grace 

His honourM tomb than now we can bestow. 

Trust me, my sister ! we are still his care,— > 

I know we are ; from him the vision came, 405 

The horrid dream, that shook her guilty sdiil. 

Now, then, I beg thee, be a friend to me ; 

Be to thyself a friend, a friend to him, 

Of all mankind the dearest, our dead father. 

Cho. Well doth the pious virgin speak, and thou 
Must yield to her requests. 

Chry. And so I will. 411 

Where reason dictates, strife should never come : 
But, quick, despatch, fulfil her just commands : 
Yet, O my friend ! remember, our attempt 
Is full of danger, and let naught escape 416 

That may betray me to my cruel mother; 
For, if it reach her ear, this daring act, 
I fear me much, shall one day cost us dear. 

[Exit Chfysothemu. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE. 

Or my prophetic mind is now no more 

Attentive as of old to wisdom's lore, 490 

Or Justice comes, with speedy vengeance fraught : 

Behold ! the goddess arm^d with power appears ; 

It must be so by Olytemnestra's fears, 
And the dire dream that on her fancy wrought. 
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Thy father, not unmindful of his fate, 425 

Shall hither come, his wrongs to vindicate ; 

And, in his gore imbrued. 
The fatal axe with him shall rise, 
Shall ask another sacrifice. 
And ditnk with him the cruel tyrant's blood. 430 

ANTISTROPHB. 

Lo ! with unnumberM hands, and countless feet. 
The Fury comes, her destined prey to meet : 

Deep in the coyert hid, she glides unseen. 

Hangs o'er the trembling murderer's head, 
Or steals to the adulterous bed, 435 

An awful witness of tl^e guilty scene. 

Doubtless, the dream, with all its terrors, meant, 
For crimes like these, some dreadful punish- 
ment. 

If mortals aught from mighty visions know ; 

If truth from great ApoUo's shrine . 440 

Apipear in oracles divine. 

Presaging bliss to come, or threatening future wo. 

EPODE. 

O Pelops ! to thy country and to thee 

The fatal course brought wo and misery; 
For since the time when from his chariot thrown, 445 

For thee the guilty wreath to gain, 

The hapless Myrtilus was slain, 
Nanght has tby wretched race but grief and sorrow 
known! 

446 (Enomaus had a beautiful daughter, named Hippodamia, 
whom he refused to give in marriage, because the oracle declared 
that a son-in-law would be fatal to him ; he promised, however, 
to bestow his daughter on any man who should conquer him in 
. the chariot-race, on condition that all who were vanquished by 
him ahould be put to death : many bold adventurers accepted 
the teims, and perished in the attempt : the horses of (Enomaus 
were awift as the wind, and consequently invincible. These 
ezamplee, however, did not deter Peibps, who entered the lists 
against CEnomaua, and bribed his chuioteer, Myrtilua. with a 
promise of half his kiofdam if he ^pMoeodsd. Mptilus listened 
to his ofibrs, and purposely forgot to pni toe^gtisuiiDto^SBi&N^^&e^ 
Soph.— G 
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ACT II. 

CLTTEMNESTRA, ELECTRA, CHORUS. 

Clt. iBgisthus absent, who alone could curb 
Thy haughty spirit, and licentious tongue, 
At larffe, it seems, thou rovest, and unrestrained, 460 
No deference paid to my authority; 
But on thy mother ever pouring forth 
Bitter invectives, while the listening crowd 
Are taught to hold me proud and fierce of soul ; 
A lawless tyrant, slandering thee and thine. 456 
I am no slanderer ; I abhor the name ; 
But, oft reviled, of force I must reply. 
And send my foul reproaches back upon thee. 
Thou say'st I slew thy father ; that sdone 
Is left to plead for all thy insolence. 460 

I do confess the deed, and glory in it. 
I slew thy father ; yet not I alone ; 
I had the hand of justice to assist me, 
And should have had Electra's : well thou know'st. 
That cruel father, for whpm thus thy tears 465 

Incessant flow, that father slew his child. 
He— he alone, of all the Grecian host, 
Gave up his daughter — horrid sacrifice ! 
To the offended gods : he never felt 
A mother^s pangs, and therefore thought not of them ; 
Or if he did, why slay the innocent ? 471 

For Greece, thou tell'st me: Greece could never 
claim 

of his master's chariot, which broke in pieces in the middle of 
the course. Pelops espoused Hippodamia, but afterwazd, in-- i 
stead of performing his promise to Myrtilus, chose rather to gjipt 
rid of this instrument of treachery hj throwing him into the «0a. 
Mercury, who, it seems, was the father of Myrtilus, revenged 
the murder of his son, by entailing curses on relops and alllidi 

S>sterity. It appears by this that the heathens believed that 
od punished tne crimes of fathers on their children, Co the - 
third and fourth generation. 
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A right to what was mine : or did she fall 
For Menelaus ! he had children too : 
Why might not they have died % Their parents* 
guilt, 476 

Source of the ^ar, more justly had deserve^ it. 
Or think'st thou Death with keener appetite 
Could feast on mine, and Helen's not imbrd 
As sweet a banquet t Why was all the loye 
To me and to my child so justly due, 480 

With lavish hand bestowM on Menelaus ? 
Was he not then a base, inhuman father t 
He was : and so, could Iphigenia speak, 
Thy breathless sister, she too would declare. 
Know then I grieve not ; shame or penitence 485 
I feel not for the deed ; and if to thee 
It seems so heinous, weigh each circumstance ; 
Remember what h^ did, and lay the blame 
On him, who well deserved the fate he suffer'd. 

Elec. Thou hast no plea for bitterness like this : 
Thou canst not say that I provoked thee to it. 491 
I have been silent : had I leave to speak, 
I could defend an injured father's cause, 
And tell thee wherefore Iphigenia fell. 

Cly. I do permit thee ; and if modest thus 495 
Thou hadst address*d me always, thy free speech 
Had ne*er otfended. 

Elec. « Hast thou not confess'd 

That thou dl^st ^ ay my father ? Whether jQrtice 
Approve or not, Hwas norrid to confess it : 
But Justice n&nat-eoiaUi persuade thee : no, 500 
I'll tell thee who it was: it was ^gisthus, 
The wretch with whom thou livest. Go, ask the 

goddess, 
Hie immortal huntress, why the winds were stay'd 
8o long at Anlis ; .but thou must not ask 
The chaste Diana ; take it then from me. 505 

My father once, as, for the chase prepared, 
Careless he wander'd throuj^ her sacred nove. 
Forth from its covert roused & spoUedYisiSi 
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Of fairest form, with towering antlers graced, 

Pursued, and slew her : of the Deity 510 

Something, with pride elate, he uttered then 

Disdainful : quick resenting the affront, 

Latona's daughter stay'd the Grecian fleet. 

Nor would forgive, till for her slaughtered beast 

The offending father sacrificed his child. 516 

Thus Iphigenia fell ; and but for her, 

Greece ne'er had seen, or Ilion's lofky towen, 

Or her own native soil : the father strove 

In vain to save ; and not for Menelaus 

He gave her up at last, but for his country. 590 

Suppose a brother's fondness had prevail'd. 

And she was given for him ; would that ezcuse 

Thy horrid deed 1 what law required it of thee T 

That law alone by which thyself must fall ; 

If blood for blood be due, thy doom is fix'd. 685 

Plead not so poorly then ; but tell me why 

Thou livest adulterous thus with a vile ruffian. 

Thy base assistant 1 Why are those, who sprung 

From thy first nuptials, cast unkindly forth. 

For his new race 1 Was this thy piety ! 530 

Was this too to revenge thy daughter's death t 

In pure revenge to wed her dead&est foe 

Was noble, was it not ? but I forget, 

You are my mother, so it seems you saj, 

And I must hold my peace ; but I deny it : 5S5 

I say you are my mistress, not my mother ; 

A cruel mistress that afilicts my soul, 

And makes this weary life a burden to me. 

Orestes too, the hapless fugitive. 

Who once escaped thy fatal hand, now drags 540 

A loathsome being : him, thou say'st, I look'd for 

To join m my revenge, and so I did : 

I would have been revenged, I tell thee so. 

Say, I am base, malicious, impudent. 

Abusive, what thou wilt ; for if I am, 545 

It speaks my birth, and I resemble thee. 
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Cbo. Resentment deep hath fired the virgin's 
breast : 
Whether with truth and justice on her side 
She speak, I know not. 

Cly. Can they plead for her T 

What care, what love, or tenderness is due 550 
To an abandoned child, who, shameless, thus 
Reviles a parent ? Is there, after this, 
A crime in nature she would blush to act ? 

Eleo. I am not base, nor shameless, as thou call'st 
me ; 
For know, e'en now I blush for what is past, 555 
Indecent warmth, and words that ill become 
My tender years and virgin modesty: 
But Hwas tny guilt, thy malice, urged me to it. 
From bad examples bad alone we learn ; 
I only err'd because I follow'd thee. 560 

Cly. Impudent wretch ! and am I then the cause 
Of all thy clamorous insolence 1 

Elxc. Thou art : 

Foul is thy speech, because thy deed was foul ; 
For words from actions flow. 

Cly. By chaste Diana, 

Soon as ^gisthus comes, thy boldness meets 565 
Its just reward. 

Elec. Is this thy promised leave, 

So lately granted, freely to unfold 
What now, incensed, thou dost refuse to heart 

Cly. Have I not heard thee ; and, in base return, 
With luckless omen dost thou now retard 670 

My pious sacrifice 1 

Eleg. ! far from me 

Be guilt like that ; perform it, I beseech thee : 
In holy silence shall these lips be closed. 
And not a word escape to thwart thy purpose. 

Cly. [speaking .to one of her attendants.} 
Hither do thou the sacred offerings bripg, 575 

Of various fruits composed, that to the ^kI, 
YHiose altars we adorn, my fervent ra^:^«t 

62 
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Miy rise accepted, and dispel my fean. 
Hear then, Apollo, great protector ! hear 679 

My secret vows, for with no friendly ear [m^* 
My voice is heard ; her malice would betray, 
Should I unveil my heart, each word 1 utter'd. 
And scatter idle rumours through the crowd. 
Thus then accept my prajrers, Lycean PhcBbosI 

If in the doubtful visions of the night, 666 

Which broke my slumbers, aught presaging good 
Thou seest, propitious, ! confirm it all : 
But if of dire portent, and fraught with ill. 
To me and mme they came, avert the omen. 
And send the evil back upon my foes ! 600 

O ! if there are, whose fraudful arts conspire 
To cast me forth from all my present bliss, 
Let them not prosper, but protect me still. 
Grant me to live and reign in quiet here. 
To spend each happy hour with those I love ; 606 
With those my children who have ne'er offended 
By malice, pride, and bitterness of soul ; 
Grant this, mdulgent Phoebus ! What remains 
UnaskM, thou seest ; for naught escapes the eye 
Of gods; such knowledge have the sons of Jove. 600 

GOVERNOR OF ORESTES, OLTTEBfHESTRl., ELEOTRA, CHOBUS. 

Gov. Is this the royal palace of JBgisthus 1 

Cho. Stranger, it is. 

Gov. And this (for such her form 

And look majestic speak her) is his queen ; 
Is it not so ? 

Cho. It is. 

Gov. Great sovereign, hail ! 

596 Iphianasaa and ChryBotheixus, who had not affronted her, 
in opposition to Electra, who had. 

508 Most probably the deat^ of Orestes and Electra, which 
she did not dare to mention in the presence of her daughter. 
Clytemnestra's character is finely drawn ; her very prayers 
see are wicked, and agreeable to her actions. 
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With joyful news I come, and from a friend, 605 
To thee, and to iBgisthus. 

Cly. Stranger, welcome t 

Say, first, from whom thy message 1 

Got. From Phanoteus ; 

A Phocian sends thee things of utmost moment. 

Clt. Of moment, say^stthou? what! imparl 
them quick ! 
Of friendly import, if from thence they come, 610 

I know they miut b6. 

Got. Briefly, then. His this ; 

Orestes is no more. 

Elisc. Undone £lectra ! 

Now am I lost indeed. 

Clt. What say'st thou ? speak! 

Regard not her ; go on. 

Got. I say again, 

Orestes is no more. 

Elec. Then what am I ? 615 

I too am nothing. 

Clt. [to Electro.] Get thee hence ! away! 
Disturb us not. Most welcome messenger ! 

[to the Governor, 
Go on, I beg thee ; let me hear it aU ; 
Say how he died ; tell CTery circumstance. 

Got. For that I came, and I will tell thee alL 630 
Know, then, Orestes, at the P3rthian games. 
Eager for glory, met assembled Greece. 
Soon as the herald's far-resounding voice 
Proclaimed the course, the graceful youth appear'd. 
And was by all admired : successful soon 626 

He reach'd the goal, and bore his prize away. 
Ne'er did these eyes behold such feats perform'd 
By mortal strength ; in every course superior. 
He rose victorious : theme of every tongue . 
Was the brave Ar^ve, great Atrides' son^ 630 

Who led the Grecian host ; but, O ! in vain 
Doth human valour strive when power divine 
Pursues vindictive : the snooeedrag motu. 
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Uprose the sun, and with him all the train 

Of youthful rivals in the chariot-race ; 8S6 

One from Achaia, one from Sparta came ; 

Of Afric's sons advanced a noble pair, 

And Join'd the throng : with these, Orestes drove 

His swift Thessalian steeds ; iBtolia next, 

For yellow coursers famed ; and next Bfaffoesia ; MO 

And Athens, built by hands divine, sent forth 

Her skilful charioteer ; an ^nian next 

Drove his white horses through the field ; and last 

A brave Boeotian closed the warrior train. 

And now, in order ranged, as each by lot 645 

Determined stood, forth at the trumpet^s sound 

They rushM together, shook their guttering reins, 

And lash'd their foaming coursers o'er the plain. 

Loud was the din of rattling cars, involved 

In dusty clouds ; close on each other pressed 660 

The rival youths, together stopped, and turned 

Together all. The hapless ^nian first. 

His fiery steeds, impatient of subjection. 

Entangled on the Libyan chariot hung. 

Confusion soon and terror through the crowd 655 

Disastrous spread ; the jarring axles rung ; 

Wheel withm wheel now crackM, till Chiysa's field 

Was with the scattered ruins quite overspread. 

The Athenian, cautious, view'd the distant danger, 

Drew in the rein, and tumM his car aside ; 060 

Then pass'd them all. Orestes, who, secure 

Of conquest, lagg'd behind, with eager pace 

Now urged his rapid course, and swift pursued. 

Sharp was the contest ; now the Athenian first. 

And now Orestes o'er his coursers hung ; 665 

Now side by side they ran. When to the last 

And fatal goal they came, Atrides' son. 

As chance with slacken'd rein he tum'd the car, 

Full on the pillar struck, tore from the wheel 

Its brittle spokes, and from his seat down droppM 

Precipitate : entangled in the reins, 671 

His fiery coursers dragg'd him o'er the field. 
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While shrieking crowds with pity view'd the youth, 
Whose gallant deeds deserved a better fate. 
Scarce could they stop the rapid car, or loose 675 
His mangled corse, so drench'd in blood, so changed, 
That scarce a friend could say it was Orestes. 
Straight on the pile they burned his sad remains ; 
And, m an urn enclosed, a chosen few, 
From Phocis sent, have brought his ashes home, 680 
To reap due honours in his native land. 
Thus have I told thee all ; a dreadful tale ! 
But, O ! how far more dreadful to behold it. 
And be, like me, a witness of the scene ! 

Cho. Ah me ! the royal race, the ancient house 
Of my beloved master is no more ! 

Cly. Great Jove! 686 

The event was happy, but His mixM with wo. 
For, O ! 'tis bitter to reflect, that life 
And safety must be purchased by misfortunes. 

Gov. Why grieve you, madam 1 

Cly. Tis a bitter task 690 

To bring forth children : though a mother's wrong'd, 
A mother cannot hate the babe she bore. 

Gov. Then with ungrateful news in vain I came. 

Cly. O no ; most welcome is the man who brings 
Such joyful tidings, that a thai^ess child 605 

Is gone, who left a tender mother's arms, 
To live a voluntary exile from me ; 
Ne'er to these eyes retum'd, but absent raged* 
And threatened vengeance for his murder'd father. 
Day had no rest for me, nor did the night 700 

Bring needful slumbers ; thoughts of instant death 
App^'d me ever ; but my fears are gone ; 
He cannot hurt me now ; nor, worse than him, 
This vile, domestic plague, who haunts me still. 
To suck my vital blood ; but henceforth safe, 705 
Spite of her threats, shall Clytemnestra live. 

Elcc. Now, my Orestes ! I indeed must mourn 
Thy crue^ fate, imbitter'd by reproachy 
And from a mother's tongue. TluB is uol ^^* 
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Clt. With him it is, and would it ware with 
thee ! 710 

Elbc. Attend, O Nemesis ! and hear the dead ! 
Clt. She heard that voice which best deferred 
her ear, 
And her decrees are just. 

Elbc. Go on, prond woman ! 

Insult us now, while Fortune smiles on thee. 
Cly. Dost thou then hope that we shall fall here- 
after? 716 
Elkc. No, we are fallen ourselves, and cannot 

hurt thee. 
Clt. Thrice worthy is that messenffer of joy, 
Whose gladsome news shall stop Uiy clamoront 
tongue. 
Got. My task performed, permit me to retire. 
Cly. No, stranger! that were an affront to Uiee, 
And to our friend who sent thee here. Go in, 791 
And leave that noisy wretch to bellow forth 
Her sorrows, and bewail her lost Orestes. 

[Exeunt Cly. and Gov. 
Elec. MarkM ye, my friends ? did ye observe her 
tears 1 
Did she lament him ? did the mother weep 735 
For her lost child ? no ; she smiled, and left me. 
Wretched Electra ! O my dear Orestes I 
Thou hast undone me ; thou wert all my hope. 
1 thought thou wouldst have lived to aid my ven- 
geance 
For our loved father's death : deprived of both, 730 
Whither shall I betake me ? left at last 
A slave to those whom most on earth I hate, 
The cruel murderers ! Must it then be so 1 
Never, Oh, never ! Thus, bereft of all. 
Here will I lay me down, and on this spot 73S 

End my sad days : if it offend the tyrants. 
Let them destroy me ; it will be kindly done. 
Life is a pain ; I would not wish to keep it. 
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Cho. Where is thy thunder, Jove ! or where thy 
power, 

Phoebus ! if thou dost behold this deed, 740 
And not avenge it 1 

Elec. ! 

Cho. Why moum'st thou thus ! 

Elec. Alas! 

Cho. ! do not groan thus. 

Elec. Thou destroy'st me. 

Cho. How have I hurt thee ? 

Elec. Why thus vainly try 

To give me comfort when I know he's dead 1 
You but insult my woes. 

Cho. Yet weep not thus : 745 

Think on the golden bracelet that betray'd 
Amphiaraus, who now — 

Elec. O me I 

Cho. In bliss 

Immortal reigns among the shades below. 

Elec. Alas! 

Cho. No more ; a woman was the cause, 

The accursed cause. 

Elec. She suffer'd, did she not 1 760 

Cho. She did ; she perish'd. 

Elec. Yes ; I know it well: 

He found a kind avenger of his wrongs ; 
But I have none, for he is ravish'd from me. 

Cho. Thou art indeed unhappy. 

Elec. 'Tis too true ; 

1 am most wretched ; it beats hard on me : 765 
My sorrows never cease. 

Cho. We see thy woes. 

756 Amphiaraus was a famous soothsays. During the tune 
of the Theban war, he was solicited by Adrastus to assist Po- 
lynices, his son-in-law. Amphiaraus, foreseeing by his art that 
it he went he should be slam, hid himself, but was discovered 
by his wife Eriphyle, whom Polynices had bribed with a golden 
bracelet. Amphiaraus, being thus obhged to appear at the sieg^ 
of Thebes, perished there. Alcmson, his son, revenged ms 
f4ther*8 deatn, and dew his mothor Eriphyle. 
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Elm. Therefore no more attempt to farinf me 
comfort : 
There is no hope. 

Cho. What say'st thou 1 

Elbo. There ia nonei 

None left for me, my noble brother slain. 

C^o. Death is the lot of human race. 

Elko. But, ! 760 

Not death like his : entangled in the reins, 
His mangled body dragg'd alonff the field. 

Cho. Astrange,unthought-of chance! 

Elkc. And then to fan 

A wretched stranger in a foreign land I 

Cho. O horrible! 

•Elec. No sister there to close 766 

His dying eyes, to grace him with a tomb. 
Or pay the sad last tributary tear. 
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CHRT80THEMI8, ELECTRA, CH0RV8. 

Chbt. Forgive me, sister, if my hasty steps 
Press unexpected on thee : but I come 
With joyful tidings, to relieve thy toils, 770 

And make thee happy. 

Elbc. What canst thou have found 

To soften ills that will admit no cure % 

Cear. Orestes is arrived : as sure as here 
I stand before thee, the dear youth is come. 

Elec. Canst thou then make a mockery of mr 
woes, 77i 

Or dost thou rave f 

- Chrt. No, by our father's goda, 

I do not mean to scoff; but he is come. 

Elic. Alas! who, told thee so? What tongue 
deceived 
Thy credulous ear t 

Chrt. Know, from myself alone 
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I leam'd the truth, and oonfirmitions strong 780 
Oblige me to believe it. 

Elkc. What firm proof 

Canst thou produce? What hast thou seen or 

known 
To raise such flattering hopes ? 

Chrt. O ! by the gods 

I be^ thee but to hear me ; then approve 
Or luame impartial. 

Elec. If to tell thy tale 785 

Can give thee pleasure, say it ; I attend. 

Chry. Know, then, that soon as to Our father's 
tomb 
Eager I came, my wondering eyes beheld 
Down from its side a milky fountain flow, 
As lately pourM by some benignant hand. 790 

With various flowers the sabred spot adom'd. 
Increased my doubts : on every side I looked 
And listened long, impatient, for the tread 
Of human footsteps there ; but all was peace. 
Fearless approaching then the hallow^ spot, 795 
I saw it spread with fresh devoted hair. 
Instant my soul recdll'd its Nearest hope. 
Nor doubted whence the pious ofierings came. 
I snatch'd them up, and silent gazed, while joy ^ 
Sprang in my heart, and filled my eyes with tears, 
uiey were, they must be his ; ourselves alone 801 
Excepted, who could bring them ? Twas not 1, 
And His not given to thee to leave these walls" 
E'en for the gods : our mother scarce would do 
So good an office ; or, e'en grant she might, 805 
We must have knoMrn it soon* Be confident. 
It was Orestes then ; rejoice^ Eleetra 1 
Sister, rejoice ; the same destructive power 
Both not for ever rtile : behold at last 
A milder god, and happier davBtippear. 810 

Elkc. Madness and folly ! how 1 pity tYieeV 
Cssr, Have I not (vought most joyM MidSoii^ Xo 
tbeet 
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Elbc. Alas ! thou knowst not where nor whst 
thou art. 

Chrt. Not know it ! not believe what I have seen! 

Elko. I tell thee, wretched as thou art, he's 
dead ; 816 

He and thy hoped-for bliss are gone together. 
Thou must not think of it. 

Cbbt. a wretch indeed 

I am, if this be so ; but, O ! from whom, 
Where didst thou learn the fatal news ? 

Elbo. From one 

Who was a witness of his death. 

CmiT. Where is het 890 

Amazement chills my soul. 

Elbc. He is within, 

And no unwelcome guest to Clytemnestra. 

Chry. Alas! who then could bring these pious 
gifts? 

Eleo. Some friend to lost Orestes placed them 
there. 

Chrt. I flew with joy to tell thee better news, 8S5 
And little thought to hear so sad a tale. 
The griefs I came to cure are present still. 
And a new weight of woes is come upon us. 

Elbc, But know, my sister ! all may yet be well. 
If thou wilt hear me. 

Chrt. Can I raise the dead ? 83d 

Elec. I am not mad, that I should ask it of thee. 

Chrt. Wliat wouldst thou have me do ? 

Elec. I*d have thee act 

As I shall dictate to thee. 

Chrt. If aught good 

It may produce, I do consent. 

Elec. Remember, 

That if we hope to prosper, we must bear : 836 

Success, in all that^s human, must depend 
On patience and on toil. 

Chrt. I know it well, 

And stand resolved to bear my part in all. 
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Elbc. Hear then the solemn purport of my soul. 
Thou know'st too well how friendless and forlorn 
We both are left, by death bereaved of all 841 

Who could support us. While Orestes lived, 
I cherished flattering thoughts of sweet revenge ; 
But he is gone, and thou sft now my hope. 
Yes, thou must join (for I will tell thee £01) 845 
With thy Electra to destroy ^gisthus. 
To kill the murderer why should we delay I 
Is aught of comfort left ? Thou canst but weep 
Thy ravish'd fortunes torn unjustly from thee ; 
Thou canst but mourn thy loss of nupjtial rites, 860 
And each domestic bliss ; for, O my sister ! 
The t3nrant cannot be so weak of soul, 
As e'er to suffer our detested race 
To send new branches forth for his destruction. 
Assist me then ; so shalt thou best deserve 855 
A father's praises and a brother's love ; 
So shalt thou still, as thou wert bom, be free, 
And gain a partner worthy of thy bed. 
Dost thou not hear the applauding voice of Fame, 
And every tongue conspire to praise the deed 1 860 
Will they not mark us as they pass along, 
And cry aloud, " Behold the noble pair ! 
The pious sisters who preserved their race \ 
Whose darinff souls, unawed by danger, sought 
The tyrant's life, regardless of their own. ^ 865 
What love to these, what reverence is due ! 
These shall the assembled nation throng to praise. 
And every feast with public honours crown, 
The fit reward of more than female virtue !" 
Thus will they talk, my sister ! while we live, 870 
And after death our names shall be immortal. 
Aid then a brother's, aid a sister's cause, 
Think on thy father's wrongs, preserve Electra, 
Preserve thyself; and oh! remember well, 
That, to the noble mind, a life dishonour'd 875 

Is infamy and shame. 
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Geo; Be pradence now 

The guide of both. 

Ghbt. Her mind was sure distmb^d. 

My friends, or she would ne'er hsve talked so wildly. 
Tell me, I beg thee, tell me, my Electra, 
How couldst thou think so rash an enterprise 881 
Could e'er succeed, or how request my. aid t 
Hast thou considered what thou art t a womaiit 
Weak and defenceless, to thy foes unequaL 
Fortune, thou seest, each hour flows in upon ihem. 
Nor deigns to look on us. What hand thaXk deal 
The ftrtd blow, and pass unpunished for it % 888 
Take heed, my sister, lest, thy counsel heard* 
A heavier fate than that we now lament 
Fall on us both : what will our boasted Dune 
Avail us then ? It is not death alone 890 

We have to fear ; to die is not the worst 
Of human ills : it is to wish for death, 
And be relhsed the boon. Consider well. 
Ere wejdestroy ourselves and all our race. 
Be patient, dear Electra ! for thy words, 896 

As they had ne*er been utterM, here they rest 
Learn to be wise at last, and when thou know'st 
Resistance vain, submit to powers superior. 

Cho. Submit, convinced that prudence is the first 
Of human blessings. 

Elxo. Tis as I expected ; 900 

I knew full well thou wouldst reject my counsel : 
But I can act alone ; nor shall tins arm 
Shrink at the blow, or leave its work unfinished. 

Chbt. Would thou hadst shown this so much 
vaunted prowess 
when our loved father died ! 

Elbc. I was the same 006 

By nature then, but of a weaker mind. 

Chry. Be sure thy courage fail thee not hereafter. 

Elbo. Thy aid will ne'er increase it. 

Chry. eTwill be wanted : 
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For those who act thus rashly must expect 
The fate they merit. 

Elec. I -admirip thy prudence, 910 

But I detest thy cowardice. ' 

Chbt. I hear thee 

With patience ; for the time must one day come 
When thou shalt praise me. 

Elec. Never. 

Chrt. Be that left 

For time to judge ; enough remains. 

Elec Away ; 

There's no dependence on thee. 

.Chry. But there is, 915 

Hadst thou a mind disposed for its acceptance. 

Elec. Go, tell thy mother all. 

Chrt. I am not yet 

So much thy enemy. 

Elec. And yet would lead me 

To infamy. 

Chry. To safety and to wisdom. ^ 

Elec. Must I then judge as thy superior reason 
May dictate to me 1 

Chry. When thy better mind 921 

Shall come, I'll not refuse to follow thee. 

Elec. Pity, who talks so well should act so 
poorly ! 

Chry. That censure falls on thee. 

Elec What I have said 

Is truth. 

Chry. Truth, sister, may be dangerous. 925 

Elec. Rather than thus submit I wiU not live.' 

Chry. Hereafter thou wilt praise me. 

Elec. I shall act' 

As seems most fit, nor wait for thy direction. 

Chry. Art thou resolved then? Wilt thou not 
repent, 
And take my counsel 1 

Elec Counsel such as thine 9d0 

Is of all ills the worst. 

H2 
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Chbt. Because, Electra, 

Thou dost not seem to understand it. 

£lbo. Know,tiieB« 

That long ere this I had determined alL 

Chrt. Then fare thee well ; thou canst not bear 
my words* 
Nor I thy actions. 

Elec Go thy wa3rs ; henceforth 035 

I will not commune with thee ; nor thy prayers, 
No, nor thy tears, should ever bend me to it: 
Such idle commerce were the height of foDy. 

Chuy. If thou dost think this wisdom, toink so 
stiU; 
But when destruction comes, thou wilt s^[>prove 040 
My better counsel, and be wise too late. [E9€uni 

OHOBUB. 
STROPHE 1. 

Man's ungrateful, wretched race 
Shall the birds of heaven disgrace, 

Whose ever-watchful,, ever-pious young 

Protect the feeble parent whence they sprung ! 046 
But if the blast of angry Jove 
Hath power to strike, or Justice reigns above, 

Not long unpunish'd shall such crimes remain ; 
When thou, O Fame ! the messenger of wo, 
Shalt bear these tidings to the reahns below, — 

Tidings, to Grecians chiefs, of sorrow and of pain. 

AMTISTROPHB I. 

Bid the sad Atridae mourn, 052 

Their house by cruel faction torn ; 

Tell them, no longer by affection join'd 

The tender sisters bear a friendly mind. 055 

The poor Electra, now alone. 
Making her fruitless, sohtary moan. 

Like Philomela, weeps her father's fate ; 
Fearless of death, and every human ill, 
Resolved her steady vengeance to fulfil : 000 

Was ever child so good, or piety so great t 
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STROPHE n. 

Still are the virtuous and the good 

By adverse fortune unsubdued. 
Nor e'er will stoop to infamy and i^ame ; 

Thus Electra dauntless rose, 905 

. The war to wage ¥dth virtue's foes. 
To gain the meed of never-ending Dame. 

▲NTI8TR0PHB O. 

Far, far above thy enemies, 

In power and splendour mayst thou rise. 

And fudire bliss compensate present wo \ 970" 

For thou hast shown thy pious love. 
By all that's dear to Heaven above. 

Or sacred held by mortals here below. [EmmU* 



ACT IV. 

ORESTES, PTLADBS, wUk attendants, electra, chorus. 

Ores. Say, virgins, if, by right instnictioa led. 
This way I tend to— 

Cho. Whither \itrouldst ihou go ? 975 

Orbs. The palace of iEgisthus. 

Cho. ^ Stranger, well 

Wert thou directed ; thou art there alresSly. 

Ores. Who, then, among your train shall kindly 
speak 
A friend's approach, who comes witii joyful news . 
Of highest import % 

Cho. Be that office hers, {pointing to Elecira.] 980 
Whom, bound by nature's ties, it test befits. 

Orbs. Go, then, and say, from Phocis are arrived 
Who beg admittance to the king. 

Elec. Alas ! 

And comest thou, then, to jNTOve the dreadful tale 
Already told 1 

Ores. What you have heard I know not ; 986 
But of Orestes came I here to speak, 
By Strophius' command. 
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Elec. What is it t say. 

O, how I dread thy message ! 

Ores, [showing the urn.] Here behold 
His poor remains — 

Elec. O lost, undone Electra I 

Tis then too plain, and misery is complete. 900 

Ores. If for Orestes thus thy sorrows flow, 
Know that within this urn his ashes lie. 

Elec. Do they, indeed t Then let me, by the 
gods 
I do entreat thee, let'me snatch them from thee ; 
Let me embrace them, let me weep my fate, 995 
And mourn our hapless race. 

Ores. Give her the urn. 

Whoe'er she be ; for not with hostile mind 
She craves the boon : perhaps some friend ; perhaps 
By blood united. 

Elec. [taking the urn.] O, ye dear remains 
Of my Orestes, the most loved of men ! 1000 

How do I see thee now ! how much unlike 
What my fond hopes presaged, when last we parted! 
I sent thee forth with all the bloom of youth 
Fresh on thy cheek ; and now, dismal change ! 
I bear thee in these hands an empty shade. 1005 
Would I had died ere I had sent thee hence, 
Ere I had saved thee from the tyrant's hand ! 
Would thou hadst died thyself that dreadful day. 
And join'd thy murder'd father in the tomb. 
Rather than thus, a wretched exile fallen, 1010 
Far from thy sister in a foreign land ! 
I was not there with pious hands to wash 
Thy breathless corpse, or from the greedy flame 
To gather up thy ashes. What have all 
My pleasing toils, my fruitless cares availed, 1015 
E*en from 'my infant years ; that as a mother 
I watched thee still, and as a mother loved ? 
I would not trust thee to a servant's hand, 
But was myself the guardian of ^hy youth. 
Thy dear companion : all is gone with thee. 1020 
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Alas ! thy death, like the devouring storm, 
Hath borne down aU : my father is no move, 
And thou art gone, and I am going too. 
Our foes rejoice ; our mother, ms^ with joy, 
Smiles at our miseries ; that unnatural mother, 
She whom thou oft hast promised to destroy ; 1086 
But cruel fate hath blasted all my hopes. 
And for my dear Orestes left me naught 
But this poor shadow. O ! the accursed place. 
Where I had sent thee I my hapless brother! 
Thou hast destroyed Electra : take me, then, ■ 1031 

take me to thee ! let this urn enclose 
My ashes too, and dust to dust be join'd, 
That we may dwell together once again. 

In life united by one hapless fate, 1035 

1 would not wish in death to be divided ; 
The dead are free from sorrows. 

Cho. Fair Electra ! 

Do not indulge thy griefs ; but, ! remember. 
Sprung from a mortal like thyself, Orestes 
Was mortal too ; that we are mortal all. 1040 

Orbs, [aside,] What shall I say 1 I can refrain no 
longer. 

Elec. Why this emotion ? 

Ores, [looking at Electra.] Can it be Electra f 
That lovely form ! 

£lec. It is, indeed, that wretch. 

Orbs. O dreadful! 

Elec. Stranger! dost thon weep for me f 

Ores. By impious hands to perish thus ! 

Elec. For me 1045 

Doubtless thou weep'st, for I am changed indeed. 

Ores. Of nuptial rites, and each domestic joy 
To live deprived ! 

Eleo. Why dost thou gaze upon me % 

Ores. Alas ! I did not know I was so wretched* 

Elec. Why, what hath made thee so ? 

Orbs. I see thy woes. 1050 

Elko. Not half of them. 
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Oris. Can there be worse than these f 

Elbc. To live with murderers ? 
Orbs. What murderers t wfaomt 

Elbc. The murderers of my father: bound to 

senre them. 
Obbs. Who binds thee ? 

Elbo. One who calls herself a mother >- 

A name she little merits. ' 

Orbs. But say how t 1065 

Doth she withhold the means of life, or act 
With brutal yiolence to thee ? 

Elbc. Both, alas ! 

Are my hard lot ; she tries a thousand means 
To make me wretched. 

Orbs. And will none assist. 

Will none defend thee ! 

Elbc. None. My only hope 1060 

Lies buried there. 

Ores. O, how I pity thee ! 

Elec. 'Tis kindly done ; for none will pity me, 
None but thyself. Art thou indeed a stranger^ 
Or doth some nearer tie unite our sorrows ? 

Ores. I could unfold a tale ; — ^but, say, these 
virgins ! 1005 

May I depend on them 1 

Elbc. They are our friends, 

And faithful all. 

Ores. Then lay the urn aside. 

And I will tell thee. 

Elbc. Do not take it from me ; 

Do not, dear stranger ! 

Ores. But I must indeed. 

Elbc. Do not, I beg thee. 

Orbs. Come, you'll not repent it. 1070 

Elbc. O my poor brother ! if thy dear remains 
Are wrested from me, I am most unhappy. 

Orbs. No more ; thou must not grieve for Mm. 

Elbc. Not grieve 

For my Orestes i 
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Ones. No ; you should not weep. 

Elto. Am I unworthy of him then ? 

OsKs. 0, no ! 1075 

But do not grieve. 

Elio. Not when I bear the ashes 

Of my dear brother % 

Ores. But they are not there/ 

Unless by fiction, and a well-wrought tale 
That hath deceived thee. 

EfMO. Where then is his tomb t 

Orbs. The living need none. 

Elbc. Ha! what say'st thou? 

Ores. Truth. 1080 

Elsc. Does he then live t 

Obss. If I have life, he lives. 

Elxc. And art thou he ? 

Ones. Look here, and be convinced ; 

This mark, Hb from our father. 

Eleo. bless'd hour ! 

Orbs. Blessed indeed ! 

Elec. Art thou then here ? 

Ores. I am. 

Elbo. Do I embrace thee ? 

Orbs. Mayst thou do it long ! 1086 

Elbc. O my companions ! O my dearest friends ! 
Do ye not see Orestes, once by art 
Ana cruel fiction torn from life and me. 
But now by better art to life restored? 

Cho. Daughter! we do; and see, mid all our 
woes, 1090 

From every eye fast flow the tears of joy. 

Elec. O, ye are come, my friends ! in happiest 
hour: 
E'en to behold, to find again the man 
Whom your souls wish^ for, ye are come. 

Cho. We are ; 

But, ! in silence hide thy joys, Electra ! 1006 

Elio. Wherefore in silence t 

Cho. Lest our foea^H^^ss^ 

Should h«ar tll«e. 
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Elbo. Never* by the Tirgin power 

Of chaste Diana, will I hide my jojre, 
Or meanly stoop to fear an idle throng 
Of helpless women. 

Orks. Women have their power, 1100 

And that thou know'st. 

Elbc. Alas ! and so I do ; 

For, O ! thou hast called back the sad remenAmnce 
Of that misfortune which admits no cure. 
And ne'er can be forgot. 

Ores. A fitter time 

May come, when we must think of that. 

Elxo. All times, 1106 

All hours, are fit to talk of justice in, 
And best the present, now when I am free. 

Ores. Thou art so ; be so still. 

Elbo. What's to be done! 

. Ores. Talk not, when prudence should restrain 
thy tongue. 

Elbo. Who shall restrain iti Who shall bind 
Electra 1110 

To fearful silence, when Orestes comes ? 
When thus I see thee here, beyond my ttioughts. 
Beyond my hopes. 

Ores. The gods hare sent me' to thee ; 

They bade me come. 

Elec. Indeed! more grateful still 

Is thy return; if by the gods' command 1115 

Thou earnest, the gods will sure protect thee here. 

Ores. I would not damp thy joys, and yet I fear 
Lest they should carry thee too far. 

EiiBo. O, no ! 

But after so long absence, thus retum'd 
To thy afilicted sister ; sure thou wouldst not— 

Orbs. Do what? 

Elbc. Thou wouldst not grudge mo 

the dear pleasure 1 m 

Of looking on thee ? 

Oris. No ; nor suffer any 

To rob thee of it. 
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Elec. Shall I then ? 

Drks. No doiibl. 

Elec. I hear that voice, my fViends ! I never 
thought 
To hear again : ye know, when I received 11S5 
The dreadful news, I kept my grief within, 
Silent and sad ; but now I have thee here, 
Now I behold thee, now I (Jx my eyes 
On that dear form which never was forgotten. 

Ores. Spend not thy time in fruitless words, nor 
tell me 1130 

How Clytemnestra lives, nor how ifSgiathus 
Hath lavish'd all our wealth : the present hour 
Demands our strictest attention. Tell me, how, 
Whether by fraud or open force, our foes 
May best be vanquishM: let no cheerful smile U36 
Betray thee to thy mother ; seem to grieve 
As thou wert wont ; when we have done the deed* 
Joy shall appear, and we will smile in safety. 

£lzc. Thy will is mine. Not to myself I owe 
My present bliss ; I have it all from thee, 1140 

From thee, my brother ! nor should aught persuade 

me 
To give Orestes e'en a moment's pain : 
That were ungrateful to the indulgent Power, 
Who thus hath smiled propitious. Know, j^gisthus 
Has left the palace ; Clytemnestra's there ; 1145 
And for thy needless fears that I should smile, 
Or wear a cheerful face, I never shall. 
Hatred so strong is rooted in my soul, 
The sight of them will make me sad enmigh. 
The tears of joy perhaps may flow for thee, X160 
And add to the deceit ; for flow they must, 
When I behold thee in one happy hour 
Thus snatch'd from life, and thus to life restored. 
I could not hope it : O, 'tis passing strange ! 
If from the tomb our father should arise, 1169 

And say, he lived, I think I should believe him; 
And, O ! when thou art oome so far, ti« tLt 

Soph. — ^I 
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I yield to thee in all : do thou direct 

My every step ; bat know, h^ I been left 

Alone, e^en I would not have fail'd in aU, 1160 

Bat conquered bravely, or as bravely felL 

Obe8. No more. I hear the footsteps as of one 
Coming this way. 

Elbo. Strangers ! go in, and bear 

That which with joy they cannot bat receifi, 
But which with joy they cannot long posiiw, 1165 
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Gov. Madness and folly thus to linger heie ! ' 
Have ye no thought ? is life not worth your oaiel 
Do ye not know the dangers that surround you % 
Had I not watch'd myseff before the palace, 
Ere ye had entered, all your secret plan 1170 

Had been discovered to your foes vrithin : 
Wherefore no more of this tumultuous joy. 
And lengthened converse ; His not fitting now. 
Go in ; away ; delays are dangerous 
At such an hour : our fate depends upon it. 1175 

Orbs. May I with safety 1 is all well within t 

Gov. None can suspect you. 

Ores. Spake you of my death, 

As we determined 1 

Gov. Living as thou art. 

They do account thee one among the dead. 

Ores. And are they gladi what say they t 

Gov. By-and-by 1180 

Well talk of that ; let it suffice, that all 
Is right within ; and that which most they think so 
May prove most fatal to them. 

Elec. {pointing to the Governor,] Who is this I 

Ores. Do you not know ? 

Eleo. I cannot recollect him. 

Ores. Not know the man to whom you trusted 
me ! 1185 

Under whose care — 

Elbc. When! howl 
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Oris. To Phocis sent, 

I *scaped the tyrant. 

Elsc. Can it then be he, 

Among the faithless only faithful found, 
When our dear father fell ? 

Ores. It is the same. 

Elbo. [tp Gov,] Dearest of men ! great guardian 
of our. race! 1190 

Art thoiEi then here ? thou, who hast saved us both 
From tountless woes? Swift were thy feet to 

I'^iring 
Gkd tidings to me, and thy hand stretch'd forth 
Its welcome succour : but, O ! why deceive me ? 
Why wouldst thou kill me with thy dreadful tale. 
E'en when thou hadst such happiness in store ? 1196 
Hail, father, hail ! for I must call thee so : 
Know, thou hast been to me,«in one short day. 
Both the most hated and most loved of men. 

Gov. No more of that : we shall have time enough 
To talk of it hereafter. Let us go ; 1201 

This is the hour ; the queen is now alone. 
And not a man within : if ye delay. 
Expect to meet more formidable foes, 
In wisdom and in nunfibers far superior. 1205 

Ores. We will not talk, ray Pylades ! but act. 
Let us go in ; but to the gods, who guard 
This place, be first due adoration paid. 

Elec. Hear, then, Apollo ! great Lycsean ! hear 
Their humble prayer. O ! hear Electra too, 1210 
Who with unsparing hand her choicest gifts 
Hath never fail'd to lay before thy altars. 
Accept the little all which now remains 
For me to give : accept my humblest ptrayers. 
My vows, my adorations ; smile propitious 1215 
On all our counsels. O ! assist us now, 
And show mankind what punishment remains 
For guilty mortals from offended Heaven ! [ExeunL 
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CHORUS. 
8TR0PHB. 

Behold, he comes ! the slaugfater-hreathing codf 
Mars, ever thirsting for the murderei's blood : VM 

And see, the dogs of war are close behind. 
Naught can escape their all-devouring rage : 
This did my conscious heart long since preragey 

And the fair dream that struck myr^ilnred mind. 

ARTISTBOPHE. 

The avenger steals along, with silent feet, 1986 
And sharpened sword, to his paternal seal. 

His injured fathei^s wrongs to vindicate : 
Concealed from all b]^ Maia's fraudful son, 
"Who safe conducts him till the deed be done. 

Nor longer will delay the needful work of fote. 19S0 

[E»emU. 

\CT V. 

■LECTRA, CHORUS. 

£lec. O my dear friends ! they are about it now ; 
The deed is doing : but be still. 

Cho. What deed t 

How! where? 

Elec. She doth prepare the funeral banquet ; 

But they are not far from her. 

Cho. Why then leave them! 

Elec. To watch iSgisthus, lest he steal upon us, 
And blast our purpose. 




may 
relation to Myrtillns, who was slain by Pelops. 

1233 The Greek funeral banquet, which was usoaUy spread 
on the tomb ^ the deceased by the nearest relation. This bao- 
Qiiet Electra imagines that Clytemnestra was sdready preparmg 
tor Orestes, whom she supposed dead : " but they," says she, 
" are not for from her ;" that is, they who are preparing one for 
her. The sentence, we see, is purposely unfinished. 



ELECTRA.— ACT V. 101 

Cly. [behind the scenes.] O! I am betrayed! 1290 
My palace full of murderers ! not a friend 
Left to protect me ! 

Elec. Some one cries within : 

Did you not hear ? 

Gho. It is too horrible 

For mortal ear : I tremble at >he sound. 1340 

Cly. [toithin.] ^gisthus ! O ! where art thout 

Elec. Hark! again 

The voice, and louder. 

Cly. [within.] O ! my child, my child ! 

Pity thy mother ! pity her who bore thee ! 

Elec. Be thine the pity which thou show'dst to 
him, 
And to his father. 

Cho. O! unhappy kingdom ! 1245 

O, wretched race ! thy misery is full ; 
This day will finish all. 

Cly. [within.] ! I am wounded ! 

Elec. Another stroke ! Another, if thou canst. 

Cly. [within.] Ah me ! again ? 

Elec. O, that JSgisthus too 

Groan'd with thee now ! 

Cho. Then vengeance is complete : 1S50 

The dead arise, and shed their murderous blood 
In copious streams. 

ORESTES, PYLADES, GOVERNOR OF ORESTES, ELBCTBA, 

CHORUS. 

Elec Behold them here : their hands 

Dropping with gore ; — a pious sacrifice 
To the great gcS of war. How is't, Orestes ? 

Ores. 'Tis very well, all's well : if there be truth 
In great Apollo's oracles, she's dead. 1356 

Thou need'st not fear a cruel mother now. 

Cho. No more ; .£gisthus comes. 

£lbo. Instant go in. 

Do you not see him ? joyful he returns. 

13 
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Cbo. Retire; thus far is rigkt: fo any nd 
prosper. ISOO 

Orbs. Fear not, we'll do it. 

Cho. But immediatelj. 

Ores. Vmgqne, [Exeunt Orestes, Pyladestmii Gov, 

Elec . For what remains here to be done. 

Be it my care ; VU whisper in his ear 
A few soft flattering words, that he may rush 
Unknowing, down precipitate, on ruin. 1S66 

JBOISTBVS, ELEOTRA, CHORUS. 

^Gis. Which of you knows aught of these Pho- 
cian guests, 
Who come to tell us of Orestes' death ? 
You first I ask, Electra ! once so proud 
And fierce of soul. It doth concern you most : 
And therefore you, I think, can best inform me. 1970 

Elec Yes, I can tell thee : is it possible 
I should not know it 1 — what were not to know 
A circumstance of dearest import to me ? 

iGois. Where are they, then 1 

Elec. Within. 

Mais, And spake they truth ! 

Elec. They did ; a truth not proved by words 
alone, 1375 

But facts undoubted. 

Mqi8. Shall we see him, then t 

Elec Ay, and a dreadful sight it is to see. 

Maia. Thou art not wont to give me so much joy ; 
Now I am glad indeed. 

Elec Glad mayst thou be, 

If aught there is in that can give thee joy. 1280 

^ois. Silence within ; and let my palace gates 
Be open'd all, that Argos and Mycenae 
May send her millions forth to view the sight ; 
And if there are who nourish idle hopes 
That still Orestes lives, behold him here, 1285 

And learn submission, nor inflame the crowd 
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Against ikdr lawful sovereign, lest they feel 
An angry monarch's heaviest vengeance on them. 
Elec/ Abready I have learn'd the task, and yield 
To power superior. 

[Scene opens, and discovers the body of Clytemnestra 
extended on a bier and covered with a veil, 

OHJBSTES, PTIiADBS, GOVERNOR OF ORESTES, iEOISTHUS, 

■LBCTRA, CHORUS, and a crowd of spectators from 
tike city, 

^018. What a sight is here ! 1290 

O deity supreme ! this could not be 
But by thy will ; and whether Nemesis 
Shall still overtake me for my crime I know not. 
Take off the veil, that I may view him well ; • 
He was by blood allied, and therefore claims 1295 
Our decent sorrows. 

Ores. Take it off thyself ; 

'Tis not my office ; thee it best befits 
To see and to lament. 

^618. And so it does, 

And I will do it : send Clytemnestra hither. 

[Taking off the veil. 

Ores. She is before thee. 

^Gis. Ha ! what do I see ? 1300 

Ores. Why, what's the matter? what affrights 
thee so 1 
Do you not see him 1 

iEois. In what dreadful snare 

Am I then fallen ? 

Ores. Dost thou not now behold 

That thou art talking with the dead ? 

^ois. Alas ! 

Too well I see it, and thou art — Orestes. 1305 

Ores. So great a prophet thou, and guess so ill ? 

iEois. I know that I am lost, undone foi ever : 
But let me speak to thee. 

Elec. Do not, Orestes ! 

No, not a word. What can a moment's space 
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• 

Profit a wretch like him, to death devoted t 1310 
Quick let him die, and cast his carcass forth 
To dogs and vultures ; they will best perform 
Fit obsequies for him ; by this alone 
We can be free and happy. 

Ores. Get thee in ; 

This is no time for talk ; thy life, thy life. 1315 

^Gzs. But why go in t If what thou mean'st to 
do 
Be just, what need of darkness to conceal it T 
Why not destroy me here ? 

Ores. It is not thine 

Now to command : hence to the fatal place 
Where our dear father fell, and perish there. 1330 

^Gis. This palace then is doom'd to be the 
witness 
Of all the present, all the future woes 
Of Pelop's hapless race. 

Orbs. Of thine, at least. 

It shall be witness : that^s my prophecy, 
And a most true one. 

Mbjs. 'Tis not from thy father. 1325 

Ores. Thou talk'st, and time is lost. Away ! 

JRoia. I follow. 

Ores. Thou shalt go first. 

^Gis. Think'st thou I mean to fly t 

Ores . No ; but Fd make thy end most bitter to 
thee 
In every circumstance, nor let thee choose 
The softest means. Were all like thee to perish 
Who violate the laws, 'twould lessen much 1331 
The guilt of mortals, and reform mankind. [Exeunt. 

CHORUS. 

O race of Atreus ! after all thy woes, 

How art thou thus, by one adventurous deed, 

To freedom and to happiness restored ! 1335 
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ULT88B8, king of Ithaca. 
Nboptolvmus, ton of Achillea. 
Philoctitis, Bon of Pasan, and companion of Hercules. 
A Spy. 
Hkbculvs. 

Chorus, compoeed of the companions of Ulysses and Ne> 
optdemua. 



PHILOCTETES. 



ARGUMENT. 

Philoctbtbs, the son of Pssan, had been honoured with tne 
friendship of Hercules, who at his death bequeathed to him 
his bow, togethei with the poisoned arrows dipped in the 
blood of the hydra. Philoctetes, after this, beinf in search 
of an altar demcated to his deceased friend in the island of 
Chrysa, was there bit by a serpent : the wound festered, and 
an incurable ulcer ensued ; notwithstanding which, he pro 
ceeded to the siege of Troy, where the wound growing des- 
perate, his continual cries and groans so interrtipted the mo- 
tions of the war and dishearten^l the soldiers, that the 0ieaian 
chie£9 thought it advisable to remove him from the army : and 
Ulysses was accordingly commissioned to carry him to Lem 
nos, an uninhabited island in the ^gean Sea, and there to 
leave him. In this miserable situation he remained for ten 
years ; when the oracle informed the Greeks that Troy could 
never be conquered without the arrows of Hercules, then in 
the possession of Philoctetes. Ulysses and Neoptolemus were 
despatched with directions to bring him to the siege. The son 
of Achilles, at the suggestion of his crafty companion, intro- 
duced himself to the wounded hero with an artful enumera- 
tion of affronts, which he pretended to have received from the 
Greeks ; and having thus insinuated himself into his confi- 
dence, he contrived to get possession of the bow and &tal 
arrows : and the artifice was nearly brought to a successful 
termination, when, struck with remorse, Neoptolonns revealed 
his whole design to Philoctetes ; and, at his earnest entreaties, 
restored him Lis weapons, in spite of the remonstrances of 
Ulysses. The services thus rendered by Neoptolemus were 
insufficient, however, to persuade Philoctetes to accompany 
him to Troy ; when Hercules descended from the skies, and 
presently overcame all his scru]^ by the promise of a com 
piste cure of hit wounds by the skill of Esculipias. 
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ACT 1. 

Seene^ Lemmas, near a grotto, in a rock hy the sett-^idi* 

ULYSSES, NEOPTOLEMUS, ATTENDAITT. 

Ults. At length, my noble friend ! thou bravest 
son 
Of a brave father, father of us all, 
The great Achilles ! we have reach'd the shove 
Of sea-girt Lemnos, desert and forlorn, 
Where never tread of human step is seen, 6 

Or voice of mortal heard, save his alone, 
Poor Philoctetes, Paean's wretched son. 
Whom ftere I left (for such were my commands 
From Grecians chiefs), when, by his fatal wound 
Oppress^, his gt^pibs and execrations dreadful 10 
AiarmM our hostoy'our sacred rights profaned* 
And interrupted holy sacrifice. 
But why should I repeat the tale 1 The time 
Admits not of delay ; we must not linger, 
Lest he discover our arrival here, 15 

And all our purposed fraud to draw him hence 
Be ineffectual : lend me then thy aid. 
Surveyinfir roimd thee, canst thou see a rock 
With double entrance ; to the sun's warm rays 
In winter open, and in summer's heat SO 

Givinff free passage to the welcome breeze ? 
A little to the left there is a fountain 
Of living water, where, if yet he breathes, 
He slakes his thrist : if aught thou seest of this. 
Inform me ; so shall each to each impart 35 

Counsel most fit, and serve our common cause. 
Nbo. [leaving Ulysses a little behind him,'] If I mis- 
take noi, I behold a cave, 
Ev'n such as thou describest. 
Ults. Dost thou? which way 

Ned. Yonder it is ; but no path leading thither. 
Or trace of human footstep. 
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Ults. In his cell 30 

'Tis chance but he hath laid him down to rest ; 
Look, if he hath not. 

Neo. [advancing towards the cave.] Not a creatore 
there. 

Ults. Nor food, nor mark of household [wepara- 
tion? 

Neo. a rustic bed of scattered leaves. 

Ults. What more t 

Nbo. a wooden bowl, the work of some rude 
hand, 35 

With a few sticks for fuel. 

Ults. This is all 

His little treasure here. 

Neo. Unhappy man ! 

Some linen for his wounds. 

Ults. This must be, then, 

His place of habitation : far from Hence 40 

He cannot roam ; distemper'd as he is, 
It were impossible. He is but gone 
A little way, for needful food, or herb 
Of power, to 'suage and mitigate his pain : 
Wherefore despatch this servant to some place 
Of observation, whence he may espy 45 

His every motion, lest he rush upon us. 
There's not a Grecian, whom his soul so much 
Gould wish to crush beneath him, as Ulysses. 

[Makes a signal to the attendantf v)ho retires, 

Neo. He's gone to guard each avenue ; and now, 
If thou hast aught of moment to impart 50 

Touching our purpose, say it ; I attend. 

Ults. Son of Achilles ! mark me well; remember. 
What we are doing not on strength alone. 
Or courage, but on conduct will depend ; 
Therefore if aught uncommon be poposed* 56 
Strange to ihy ears, or adverse to thy nature, 
Reflect that 'tis thy dufy to comply. 
And act conjunctive with me. 

Neo. Well I ^YffllSik\\> 

Sopjv.-— K 
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Ults. We must deceire this Philoctetes ; thai 
Will be thy task. When he shall ask thee who 60 
And what thou art, Achilles* son, reply ; 
Thus far within the verge of tmth, no more. 
Add, that resentment fired thee to forsake 
The Grecian fleet, and seek thy native soil. 
Unkindly used by those, who long with vows 65 
Had sought thy aid to humble haughty Troy ; 
And when thou camest, ungrateful as they were, 
The arms of great Achilles, thy just right. 
Gave to Ulysses : here thy bitter taunts 
And sharp mvectives liberally bestow 70 

On me : say what thou wilt, I shall forgive, * 
And Greece will not forgive thee if thou dost not ; 
For against Troy thy efforts are all in vain 
Without his arrows : safely thou mayst hold 
Friendship and converse with him, but I cannot. 75 
T1m>u weii; not with us when the war began, 
Nor bound by solemn oath to join our host. 
As I was ; me he knows, and if he And 
That I am with thee, 'we are both undone. 
They must be ours, then, these all-conquering arms ; 
Remember that. I know, thy noble nature 81 

Abhors the thought of treachery or fraud ; 
But what a glorious prize is victory ! 
Therefore l^ bold ; we will be just hereafter. 
Give to deceit and me a little portion 85 

Of one short day, and for thy future life 
Be callM the holiest, worthiest, best of men. 

Neo. What but to hear alarms my conscious soul, 
Son of Laertes ! I shall never practise ; 
I was not bom to flatter or betray ; 90 

Nor I, nor he (the voice of fame reports) 
Who gave me birth. What open arms can do. 
Behold me prompt to act ; but ne'er to fraud 
Will I descend. Sure we can more than match 
In strength a foe thus lame and impotent ; 96 

I came to be a helpmate to thee, not * 
A base betrayer ; and, O king ! believe me ; . 



I 
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Rather, much rather, would I fall by virtue, 
Than rise by gwlt to certain victory. 

Ulvs. O noble youth, and worthy of thy sire ! W 
\ When I like thee was young, like thee of strength. 
And courage boastful, httle did I deem 
Of human policy ; but long experience ^ 

Hath taught me, son ! 'tis not the powerful ann, 
But soft, enchanting tongue, that gbvems all. 105 

Neo. And thou wouldst have me tell an odious 
falsehood? 

Ulys. He must be gained by fraud. 

Nbo. By fraud 1 andwliy 

Not by persuasion ? 

Ulys. He'll not listen to it, 

And force were vainer still. 

Neo. What mighty power 

Hath he to boast 1 

Ulys. His arrows, wing'd with death 110 

Inevitable. 

Neo. Then it were not safe 
Ev'n to approach him. 

Ulys. No ; unless by fraud 

He be secured. 

Neo. And think'st thou 'tis not base 

To tell a lie then % 

Ulys. Not if on that lie 

Depends our safety. 

Neo. Who shall dare to tell it 115 

Without a blush ? 

Ulys. We need not blush at aught^ 

That may promote our interest and success. 

Neo. But where's the interest that should bias 
mel 
Come he or not to Troy, imports it aught 
To Neoptolemus ? 

Ulys. Troy cannot fall ISO 

Without his arrows. 

Nbo. Saidst thou not» that I 

Was destined to destroy her 1 
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Ults. Withmit him 

Naught canst thou do, and they without thee nofhfai|. 

Nbo. Then I must have them. 

Ults. When (hon hast, remeHilNnr, 

A double prize awaits thee. 

Nbo. What, Uljnises t 195 

Ults. The glorious names of vaUant and of wise. 

Nbo. Away : ru do it. Thoughts of guilt or shame 
No more appal me. 

Ults. Wilt thou do it, thent 

W^ thou remember what I told thee of? 
''mo. Depend ont ; I have promised ; that 's suffi- 
cient. 130 

Ults. Here, then, remain thou ; I must not be 
seen ; 
If thou stay long, 1*11 send a faithful spy, 
Who, in a sailor's habit well disguisea. 
May pass unknown ; of him, from time to time, 
What may best suit our purpose thou shalt know. 135 
I'll to the ship ; farewell ; and may the god 
Who brought us here, the fraudful Mercury, 
And great Minerva, guardian of our country, 
And ever kind to me, protect us still ! [Exit Ulysses, 

Cho. Master! instruct us, strangers as we are, 140 
What we may utter, what we must conceal. 
Doubtless the man we seek will entertain 
Suspicion of us ; how are we to act! 
To those alone belong the art to rule. 
Who bear the sceptre from the hand of Jove : 145 
To thee, of right, devolves the power supreme. 
From thy gtezX ancestors deliver'd down : 
Speak, then, our royal lord, and we obey. 

Nbo. If you would penetrate yon deep recess, 

140 The Chorus is composed of the soldiers and followere of 
XJl^es and Neoptolemus ; we must not be surprised, therefore, 
to find them conspiring with their masters to deceive Philoc- 
tetes, and throughout the play aiding and assisting the designs 
of their commanders. 
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To see the cave where Philoctetes lies, 150 

Go forward ; but remember to return 
When the poor wanderer comes this way, prepared 
To aid our purpose here, if need require. 

Cho. O king ! we ever meant to fix our eyes 
On thee, and wait attentive to thy will. 155 

But, tell us, in what part is he concesd'd ! 
Tis fit we know the place, lest unobserved 
He rush upon us. Which way doth it lie 1 
Seest thou his footsteps leading from the cave. 
Or hither bent % 

Neo. [advancing towards the cave,] Behold 4^ 
double door l60 

Of his poor dwelling, and the flinty bed. 

Cho. And whither is its wretched master gone ? 

Neo. Doubtless in search of food, and not far off. 
For such his manner is ; accustomed here 
(So Fame reports) to pierce with winged arrows 
His savage prey for daily sustenance ; 166 

His wound still painful, and no hope of cure* 

Cho. Alas! I pity him; without a friend, 
Without a fellow-sufferer, left alone. 
Deprived of all the mutual joys that flow 170 

From sweet society ; distempered too. 
How can he bear it ? O unhappy race 
Of mortal man ! doomM to an endless round 
Of sorrows, and immeasurable wo ! 
Second to none in fair nobility 175 

Was Philoctetes, of illustrious race ; 
Yet here he lies, from every human aid 
Far off removed, in dreadful solitude. 
And mingles with the wild and savage herd ; 
With them in famine and in misery 180 

Consumes his days, and weeps their common fate, 
Unheeded, save when babbUng Echo mourns. 
In bitterest notes, responsive to his wo. 

Neo. And yet I wonder not ; for if arigjit 
I judge, from angry Heaven the aentetic^ c»sa&^ ^S^ 
Ahd Chryaa was tm cruel source oi ^*. 
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Nor doth this sad disease inflict him still 
Incurable, without assenting gods ; 
For so they hare decreed, lest Troj should fall 
Beneath his arrows, ere the appointed time 190 
Of its destitaction come. 

Cho. No more, mj ton ! 

Nbo. What say'st thou ? 

Cho. Sure I heard a dismal groan 

Of some afllicted wretch ! '^ . 

Neo. Which way? 

Cho. Et^ bow 

I h%ar it, and the sound as of some step 
Slow moving this way : he is not far from us ; 196 
His plaints are louder now. Prepare, my son ! 

Nio. For what? 

Cho. New trpubles ; for, behold, he comes ; 

Not like the shepherd, with his rural pipe 
And cheerful song, but groaning heavily. 
Either his wounded foot against some thorn 909 
Hath struck, and pains him 8orel3r ; or, perchance, 
He hath espied from far some ship attempting 
To enter this inhospitable port. 
And hence his cries to save it from destruction. 



Acrn. 

PHILOCTBTIS, NEOPTOLKMirS, OHOaUS. 

Phi. Say, welcome strangers! what disastrous 
fate 905 

Led you to this inhospitable shore. 
Nor naven safe, nor habitation fit, 
Aflbrding ever? Of what clime, what race ? 
Who are ye ? Speak ; if I may trust that garb, 
Familiar once to me, ye are of Greece, 910 

Mymuch-loved country : let me hear the sound 
Ofyour long-wished-for voices : do not look 
With horror on me ; but in kind compassion 
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Pity a wretch deserted and forlorn 

In this sad place. O ! if ye come as friends, S15 

Speak, then, and answer; hold some converse with 

me; 
For this, at least, from man to man is due. 

Neo. Know, stranger, irst, what most thoa 
seem'st to wish ; 
We are of Greece. 

Phi. . O happiness to hear ! 

After so many years of dreadful silence, 920 

How welcome was that sound! O ! tell me, son ! 
What chance, what purpose, who conducted thee t 
What brought thee nither, what propitious gale t > 
Who art thou ? Tell me all ; inform me quickly. 

Neo. Native of Scyros ! thither I return ; 235 
My name is Neoptolemus, the son 
Of brave Achilles. I have told thee all. 

Phi. Dear is thy country, and thy father dear 
To me, thou darling of old Lycomede ! 239 

But tell me, in what fleet, and whence thou comest! 

Neo. From Troy. 

Pm. From Troy? I think thou wert not with us 
When first our fleet sail'd forth. 

Neo. Wert thou then there ! 

Or know'st thou aught of that great enterprise % 

Phi. Know you not, then, the man whom you be- 
hold! 334 

Neo. How should I know whom I had never seen t 

Phi. Have you ne'er heard of me, nor of my 
name? 
Hath my sad story never reach'd your ear ? 

Neo. Never. 

Phi. Alas ! how hateful to the gods, 

225 Scyros was an island in the ^gean Sea, of which Lyeo- 
medes was king. Hither Achilles was brought in woman's ^• 
parel to avoid the Trojan war ; and, falling in love with Dei* 
damia, the kina^s daughter, had by her Pyrmns, otherwise No* 
optolemus. This explains what follows, where nxiloctotlt 
calls him **the darling of old Lycomede." 
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How very poor a wretch must I be, then, S39 

That Greece should never hear of woes like mine! 

But they who sent me hither, they concealed them, 

And smile triumphant, while my cruel wounds 

Grow deeper still. O, sprung from great Achilles ! 

Behold before thee Paean^s wretched son, 

With whom (a chance but thou hast heard) remain 

The dreadful arrows of renownM Alcides ; 346 

Ev*n the unhappy Philoctetes ; him, 

Whom the Atridae, and the vile Ulysses, 

Inhuman left, distempered as I was 

By the envenomM serpent's deep-felt wound. S50 

Soon as they saw that, with long toil oppressed, 

Sleep had o^erta'en me on the hollow rock, 

There did they leave me, when from Chiysa's shore 

They bent their fatal course : a little food. 

And these few rags, were all they would bestow. 865 

Such one day be their fate ! Alas ! my son. 

How dreadful, think'st thou, was that waking to me. 

When from my sleep I rose, and saw them not ! 

How did I weep, and mourn my wretched state, 

When not a ship remained of all the fleet 360 

That brought me here ! No kind companion left" 

To minister or needful food or balm 

To my sad wounds ! On every side I lookM, 

And nothing saw but wo ; of that, indeed, 

Measure too full ; for day succeeded day, 265 

And still no comfort came. Myself alone 

Could to myself the means of hfe afford 

In this poor grotto ; on my bow I lived : 

The winged dove, which my sharp arrow slew, 

With pain I brought into my little hut, 370 

And feasted there ; then from the broken ice 

I slaked my thirst, or crept into the wood 

For useful fuel : from the stricken flint 

I drew the latent spark, that warms me still 

And still revives : this, with my humble roof, 275 

Preserve me, son ! but, O ! my wounds remain. 

Thou seest an island desolate and waste ; 
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No friendly port, nor hopes of gain to tempt, 

Nor host to welcome in the traveller : 

Few seek the wild, inhospitable shore. 380 

By adverse winds, sometimes the unwilliilg guests 

(As well thou mayst suppose) were hither driven ; 

But when they ca'me, they only pitied me, 

Gave me a little f5od, or better garb 

To shield me from the cold ; in vain I pray'd 385 

That they would bear me to my native soil, 

For none would listen. Here, for ten long years. 

Have I remained, while misery and famine 

Keep fresh my wounds, and double my misfortune. 

This have the Atridae and Ul3rsses done, 300 

And may the gods with equal woes repay them ! 

Cho. O son of Paean ! well might those who came, 
And saw thee thus, in kind compassion, weep : 
I too must pity thee : I can no more. 

Neo. I can bear witness to thee< for I know 395 
By sad experience what the Atridae are. 
And what Ulysses. 

Phi. Hast thou Buffer'd, then ? 

And dost thou hate them too ? 

Neo. O ! that these hands 

Could vindicate my wrongs ! Mycenae, then. 
And Sparta should confess, that Scyros boasts 300 
Of sons as brave and valiant as their own. 

Phi. O noble youth ! but wherefore earnest thou 
hither? 
Whence this resentment ? 

Neo. I wiU teU thee aU, 

If I can bear to tell it : know, then, soon 
As great Achilles died — 

Pm. — ! stay, my son ! 305 

Is then Achilles dead ? 

Neo. He is, and not 

299, 300 Two cities of Peloponnesas. Neoptolemut hert 
threatens Agamemnon and Menelaus ; the foimer of whom was 
King of MycensB, and the latter of Sparta. 
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By mortal hand, but by ApoUo's abaft 
Fell glorious. 

Pm. O ! moat worthy of each other, 

The slayer and the slain ! Permit me, son, 309 
To mourn his fate, ere I attend to thine. [He weept, 

Nbo. Alas! thou need'st not weep for others* 
woes ; • 

Thou hast enough already of thy own. 

Phi. 'Tis very true ; and therefore to thy tale. 

Nbo. Thus, then, it was. Soon as 'Achilles died, 
Phoenix, the guardian of his tender years, 315 

Instant sail'd forth, and sought me out at Scyros : 
With him the wary chief, IHyssea, came. 
They told me then (or true or false I know not), 
My father dead, by me, and me alone, 
Proud Troy must fall : 1 3rielded to their prayers ; 390 
I hoped to see at least the dear remains 
Of him, whom living I had long in vain 
Wished to behold : safe at Sigeum's port 
Soon we arrived ; in crowds the numerous host 
Thronged to embrace me, called the gods to witness, 
In me once more they saw their loved Achilles 326 
To life restored ; but, he, alas ! was gone. 
I shed the duteous tear, then sought my friends. 
The Atridse (friends I thought them) claim'd the arms 
Of my dead father, and what else remained 330 
His late possession ; when (O cruel words ! 
And wretched I to hear them !) thus they answered. 
'* Son of Achilles ! thou in vain demand'st 
Those arms, already to Ulysses given ; ^ - 
The rest be thine.*' I wept ; " And is it thus !** 335 
Indignant I replied, ** ye dare to give 
Myright away." — " Know, boy I** Ulysses cried, 
" That right was mine, and therefore they bestowM 
The boon on me ; — me, who preserved the arms, 
And him who bore them too." With anger fired 340 

340 Ulysses was reported to have taken away the dead body 
of Achilles from the Trojans, and carried it off the field of battle 
to the Grecian camp. 
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At this proud speech, I threatened all that rage 
Could dictate to me, if he not returned them. 
' Stung with my words, yet calm, he answer'd me : 
" Thou wert not with us ; thou wertin a place 
Where thou shouldst not have been : and since thou 
mean'st 345 

To brave us thus, know, thou shalt never bear 
Those arms with thee to Sc3nros ; 'tis resolved." 
Thus injured, thus deprived of all I held 
Most precious, by the worst of men, I left 
The hateful place, and seek my native soil ; 350 
Nor do I blame so much the proud Ulysses, 
As his base masters. Army, city, all 
Depend on those who rule : when men grow vile. 
The guilt isHheirs who taught them to be wicked 
I've told thee all ; and him who hates the Atridse, 355 
I hold a friend to me, and to the gods. 

CHORUS. — STROPHE. 

O Earth ! thou mother of great Jove, 
Embracing all with universal love ! 

Author benini of every good, 
Through whom Pactolus r6& bis golden flood ! 360 

To thee, whom in thy rapid car 

Fierce lions draw, I rose, and made my prayer; 

To thee I made my sorrows known. 

When from Achilles' injured son 
The Atridae gave the prize, that fatsd day, 365 

When proud Ulysses bore his arms away. 

Phi. I wonder not, my friend ! to see you here. 
And I believe the tale ; for well I know • 
The men who wrong'd you, know the base 'pi3rs8es. 
Falsehood and fraud dwell on his lips, and naught 370 
That's just or good can be expected from mm. - 

360 The Earth, under the yariouB names of Cybele, Ops, 
Rhea, and Vesta, called the Mother of the Gods, was wor- 
shipped in Phrygia and Libya, where the river Pactolus is said 
to have enri<^ea Croesus with its sands. Cybele is represented 
by the poets as drawn by lions. 
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But strange it is to me, that, AJaz present. 
He dare attempt it. 

Nco. Ajaxisnomore; 

Had he been living^, 1 had ne'er been qx)il*d 
Thus of my light. 

Phi. Is he then dead ? 

Neo. He is. 875 

Phi. Alas ! the son of Tydeus* and that slare 
Sold by his father Sisyphus ;— they lire. 
Unworthy as they are. 

Neo. Alas ! they do, 

And flourish still. 

Phi. My old and worthy friend, 

The Pylian sage,— how is he ? He could see 380 
Their arts, and would have given them better coun- 
sels. 

Neo. Weigh'd down with grief, he lives ; but, most 
unhappy, 
Weeps his lost son, his dear Antilochus. 

Phi. O double wo! Whom I could most have 
wish'd 
To live and to be happy, those to perish ! 385 

Ulysses to survive ! It should not be. 

Neo. O, 'tis a subtle foe ! but deepest plans 
May sometimes fail. 

Phi. Where was Patroclus then, 

Thy father's dearest friend? 

Neo. He too was dead. 

In war, alas ! (so Fate ordains it ever,) 390 

The coward 'scapes, the brave and virtuous falL 

Pm. It is too true; and now thou talk'st of 
ccwaids, 

376 Diomed was the son of Tydeus. 

377 It was reported that Anticlea was taken away by Laertes 
after her marriage with Sisyphus, for which the first AUBbend re- 
ceived a sum of money : Ulysses, therefore, was often reproached 
with being the son of Sisyphus. 

380 Neetor, King of Pyjos. 

383 Antilochus was slain hy Memnon in the Trojan war. 
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Where is that worthless wretch, of readiest tongue, 
Subtle and voluble ? 

Nbo. Ulysses I 

Phi. No ; 

Thersites ; ever talking, never heard. • 395 

Nbo. I have not seen him, but I hear he lives. 

Phi. I did not doubt it : evil never dies ; 
The gods take care of that : if aught there be 
Fraudful and vile, tis safe ; the gSod and just 
Perish unpitied by them. Wherefore is it ? 400 
When gods do ill, why should we worship them % 

Neo. Since thus it is ; since virtue is oppressed. 
And vice triumphant ; who deserve to live 
Are doomed to perish, and the guilty reign ;— 
Henceforth, O son of Paean ! far from Troy 405 
And the Atiidae will I live remote. 
I would not see the man I cannot love. 
My barren Scyros shall afford me refuge. 
And home-felt joys delight my future days. 
So fare thee well, and may the indulgent gods 410 ' 
Heal thy sad wound, and grant thee every vrish 
Thy soul can form ! Once more, farewell. I go, 
The first piopitious gale. 

Phi. What, now, my son ? 

So soon ? 

Neo. Immedi^l^y ; the time demands 
W^e should be neto, and ready to depart. 415 

Phi. Now, by the memory of thy honoured sire, 
By thy loved mother, by whatever remains 
On earUi most dear to thee, O ! hear me now, 
Thy suppliant : do not, do not thus forsake me, 
Alone, oppressed, deserted, as thou seest, 430 

In this sad place. I shall (I know I must) be ' 
A burden to thee ; but, O ! bear it kindly. 
For ever doth the noble mind abhor 
The tuigenerous deed, and loves humanity. 
Disgrace attends thee if thou dost forsake me ; 435 
If not, immortal Fame rewards thy eoodness. 
Thou mayst convey me safe to OEUa^a «bst«» 

Sonr. — L 
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In one short day : ra trouble 3r0n no longer. 

Hide me in any part where I may least m 

Molest you. Hear me, by the guardian god 430 1 

Of the poor suppliant, all-protecting Jove, I 

I beg ! Behold me at thy feet : infirm, 

And wretched as 1 am, I clasp thy knees. 

Leave me not here, then, where there is no maxk 

Of human footstep ; take me to thy home, 436 

Or to Euboea's port, to (Eta ; thence 

Short is the way to Trachin, or the banks 

Of Sperchius' gentle stream, to meet mj fathoTt 

If yet he lives ; for, O ! I begg'd him oft, 

By those who hither came, to fetch me hence. 440 

Or he is dead, or they, nejg^lectful, bent 

Their hasty course to their own native aoiL 

Be thou my better guide ; pity and save 

The poor and wretched. Think, my son ! how firatl 

And full of danger is the state of man, 445 

Now prosperous, now adverse : who feels no iUs, 

Should therefore fear them ; and when fortune smileSy 

Be doubly cautious, lest destruction come 

Remorseless on him, and he fall unpitied. 

Cho. O, pity him, my lord! for bittereat woes 450 
And trials most severe he hath recounted. 
Far be such sad distress from those I love ! 
O ! if thou hatest the base Atridae, now 
Revenge thee on them, serve their deadliest foe ; 
Bear the poor suppliant to his native soil ; 455 

So Shalt thou bless thy friend, iand 'scape the wrath 
Of the just gods, who still protect the wretched. 

Neo. Your proffer'd kindness, friends ! may cost 
you dear ! 
When you shall feel his dreadful malady 
Oppress you sore, you will repent it. 

Cho. Never 460 

Shall that reproach be ours. 

436 EubcBa was a large island in the JEgeva sea, now called 
NegTopont. (Eta, a mountain in Thessaly, now caUed BmuDt. 
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Nbo. In generous pity 

f the afflicted thus tabe overcome 

'ere most disgraceful to me : he shall go. 

ay the kind ff^a speed our departure hence, 

nd guide our vessels to the wish^d-for shore ! 465 

Phl O happy hour ! O kindest, best of men ! 

nd you, my dearest friends ! how shall I thankyoal 

liat shall I do to show my grateful heart t 

3 us be gone ; bqt, O ! permit me first 

take my last farewell of my poor hut, 470 

^here I so long have lived. Perhaps you^ say, 

must have had a noble mind to bear it. 

Iiayery sight, to any eyes but mine, 

^ete horrible ; but sad necessity 

t length prevail'd, and made it pleasing to me. 475 

Cho. One irom our ship, my lord ! and with him 

comes 
stranger. Stop a moment, till we hear 
heir business with us. 

titer a Spy, in the habit of a merchant^ mth another 

Grecian, 

Spy. Son of great Achilles ! 

now, chance alone hath brought me hither, driven 
Y adverse winds to where thy vessels lay 480 
3 home I sail'd from Troy ; there did I meet 
his my companion, who mform*d me where 
bou mightst be found : hence to pursue my course, 
ad not to tell thee what concerns thee near, 
ad been ungenerous ; thou perhaps meantime, 485 
f Greece and of her counsels naught suspecting; — 
ounsels against thee, not by threats alone, 
r words enforced, but now in execution. 
Neo. Now by my virtue, stranger ! for thy newH 
am much bound to thee, and wiU repay 480 

liy service. Tell me what the Greeks have done* 
Spy. a fleet already sails to fetch thee back, 
3nducted by old Phcenix, and the sons 
f valiant Theseus. 
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Nio. Come they than to force me f 

Or am I to be won by their persuasion ? 496 

Spy. I know not that ; you nare what I could lann. 

Nbo. And did the Atridae send them 1 

Spt. Bent they <n^ 

And will be with you soon. 

Neo. But wherefore, then, 

Came not Ulysses 1 Did his courage fail t 

Spy. He, ere I left the camp, with Diomed 600 
On some important embassy sail'd forth, 
In search — 

Neo. Of whom ? 

Spy. There was a man— but stay, 

Who is thy friend here 1 Tell me, but speak softty. 

[whUpering km. 

Neo. The famous Philoctetes. 

Spy. Ha ! begone fbm; 

Ask me no more ; away immediately. 506 

Phi. What do these dark, m3rsterious whispen 
mean? 
Concern they me, my son ? 

Neo. I know not what 

He means to say ; but I would have him speak 
Boldly before us all, what'er it be. 

Spy. Do not betray me to the Grecian host, 610 
Nor make me speak what I would fain conceal : 
I am but poor ; they have befriended me. 

Neo. In me thou seest an enemy confessed 
To the Atridae ; this is my best friend. 
Because he hates them too : if thou art mine, 616 
Hide nothing then. 

Spy. Consider first. 

Neo. I haye. 

Spy. The blame will be on you. 

Neo. Why let it be ; 

But speak, I charge thee. 

Spy. Since I must, then ; know, 

494 Acamas and Demophoon* 
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M 

In solemn lea^e oombined, the bold Ulysses, 
AxA gallant Diomed, have sworn, by force 520 

Or by persuasion, to bring back thy friend : 
The Grecians heard Laertes' son declare 
His purpose : far more resolute he seem'd 
Than Diomed, and surer of success. 

Nio. But why the Atridae, after so long a time, 525 
Again should wish to see this wretched exile ; — 
'Wnence this desire \ came it Arom the angry god 
To punish thus their inhumanity % 

Spy. I can inform you ; for perhaps from Greece 
Of late you have not heard. . There was a prophet, 
Son of old Priam, Helenua by name ; 531 

Him, in his midnight walks, the wily chief, 
Ulysses, curse of every tongne, espied ; 
Took him, and led him captive, to the Greeks 
A welcome spoil. Much he foretold to all, 535 

And added last, that Troy should never fall. 
Till Philoctetes from this isle return'd. 
Ulysses heard, and instant promise gave 
To fetch hiv hence ; he hoped by gentle means 
To gain him ; those successless, force at last 540 
CoiSd but compel him : he would go, he cried, 
And if he fail'd, his head should pay the forfeit. 
IHre told thee all, and warn thee to be gone, 
Thou and thy friend, if thou wouldst wish to save 
him. 

Phi. And does the traitor think he can persuade 
me? 545 

As well might he persuade me to relum 
From death to life, as his base father did. 

547 Sisyphus, imagined by many to be the fitther of Uhrsset ; 
concerning whom a superstitious report prevailed, that, ha^hiff 
on his death-bed desireKl his wife not to bury him, on his azri^ 
in the nifemal regions, he complained to rluto of her cruelty 
in not performing the funeral obsequies, and was by him per- 
mitted, on promise of immediate return, to revisit this worlo, in 
order to punish her for the neglect ; but when he came to earth, 
being unwilling to go back to Tartarus, he was compelled by 
Mercury. 

L2 
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8py. Of that I know not : I mint to my ahip. 
Farewell; and may the goda protect yoa DOth! 

[JEM. 

Pm. Lead me, expose me to the Grecian host ! 
And could the insolent Ulysses hope 661 

With his soft flatteries e'er to conquer me t 
]^o ; sooner would 1 listen to the yoice 
Of that fell aerpent, whose envenom'd tongM 
Hath lamed me thus. But what is there he dare not 
Or say or do ? 1 know he will be here 656 

Ev'n now, depend on*t ; therefore, let's away ; 
Quick let the sea divide ua from Ulysses : 
Let us be ^ne ; for well-timed expedition 
(The task performM) brings safety and repose. 660 

Neo. Soon as the wind permits us, we embarkt 
But now Uis adverse. 

Pm. Every wind is fair. 

When we are fiying from misfortune. 

Neo. True ; 

And 'tis against them too. 

Phi. Alas ! no storms 

Can drive back fraud and rapine from their prey. 565 

Neo. Pm ready ; take what may be necessary, 
And follow me. 

Phi. I want not much. 

Neo. Perhaps 

My ship will furnish you. 

Pm. There is a plant 

Which to my wound gives some relief: I must 
Have that. 

Neo. Is there aught else ? 

Pm. Alas! my bow 570 

I had forgot ; I must not lose that treasure. 

iPhiloctetes steps towards his grotto, and 
brings out his bow and arrows,] 

Neo. Are these the famous arrows, then ? 

Pm. They are. 

Neo. And may I be permitted to behold, 
To touch, to pay my adoration to them ? 
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Phi. In these, ipy son! in every thing thafs mine, 
Thou hast a right. 

Neo. But if it be a crime, 576 

I would not ; otherwise — 

Pm. O ! thou art full 

Of piety ; in thee it is no crime ; 
In thee, my friend ! by whom alone I look 
Once^ore with pleasure on the radiuit sun ; 580 
By whom I live ; who givest me to renim 
To my dear father, to my friends, my counfry. 
Sunk as I was beneath my foes, once more 
I rise to triumph o'er them, by thy aid. 
Behold them, touch them, but return them to me. 
And boast that virtue which on thee alone 586 

Bestow'd such honour . virtue made them mine. 
I can deny thee nothing : he, whose heart 
Is gratefiu, can alone deserve the ndme 
Of friend, to every treasure far superior. 690 

Neo. Go in. 

Phi. Come with me ; for my painful wound 

Reqaires thy friendly hand to help me onward. 

[ExeurU. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

Since proud Ixion (doom'd to feel 

The tortures of the eternal wheel, 

Bound by the hand of angry Jove) 595 

Received the due rewards of impious love ; 

Ne'er was distress so deep, nor wo so great, 

As on the wretched Philoctetes wait ; 
Who, ever with the just and good, 
Guiltless of fraud and rapine stood. 600 

And the fair paths of virtue still pursued. 

Alone on this inhospitable shore. 

Where waves for ever beat and tempests roar, 

How could he e'er or hope or comfort know, 604 
Or painful life support, beneath such weight of wo % 
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ANTISTROPHB I. 

Exposed to the inclement skies, 

Deserted and forlorn he Jfm ; 

No flnend or fellow-monnier there. 
To soothe his sorrows, and divide his care ; 
Or seek the healing plant, of power to 'suage 610 
His aching wound, and mitigate its rage : 

But if, perchance, awhile released ^ 

From tortining pain, he sinks to rest, 
Awaken'd soon, and by shcu^ hunger pressed, 
Compelled to wander forth in selurch of food, 615 
He crawls in anguish to the neighbouring wood ; 
Ev'n as the tottering infant in despair, 
Who mourns an absent mother's kind, supporting 
care. 

STROPHE u. 

The teeming Earth, which mortals still supfdiM 
With every good, to him her seed denies ; 6S0 

A stranger to the joy that flows 
From the kind aid which man on man bestows : 

Nor food, alas ! to him was given, 
Save when his arrows pierced the birds of heaven ; 
Nor e'er did Bacchus' heart-expanding bowl, 625 
For ten long years relieve his cheerless soul : 
But glad was he his eager thirst to slake 
In the unwholesome pool, or ever-stagnant lake. 

ANTISTROPHE II. 

But now, behold the jojrful captive freed : 

A fairer fate and brighter days succeed ; 630 

For he at last hath found a friend 
Of noblest race, to save and to defend ; 

To guide him with protecting hand. 
And safe restore him to his native land ; 
On Sperchius' flowery banks to join the throng 
Of Melian nymphs, and lead the choral song 636 

On GBta's top, which saw Alcides rise, 
And from the flaming pile ascend his native skies. 

635 Sperchius was a river in Thessaly. 

636 Melos was an island near Candia, reckoned among the 
Cyclades, and now called Milo. 
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A(3T III. 

NEOPTOLBMUSy PHXLOCTKTES, CHORUs/^ 

Nbo. CoBCByPhiloctetes! why thus silent 1 Where- 
fore 
This f udden terror on thee ? 

Pm. O! 

Neo. Whence is it? 640 

Phi. Nothing ; tby son ! go on. . 

Nbo. l|i,it thy wound 

That pains thee thus ? 

Pm. No ; I am hetter now : 

O! gods! 

Nbo. Why dost thou caU thps on the gods ? 

Pbi. To smile propitious, and prilterve us — O ! 

Nbo. Thou art in misery. Tell me: wilt thou 
not % 645 

What is it ? 

Pm. O, my son ! I can no longer 

Conceal it from thee. O ! I die, I perish ! 
By the great gods let me implore thee, now, 
This moment, if thou hast a sword, O ! strike ; 
Cut off this painful limb, and end my being. 650 

Neo. What can this mean, that unexpected thus 
It should torment thee ? 

Phi. Know you not, my son 1 

Neo. What is the cause ? 

Phi. Can you not guess it ? 

Neo. No. 

Pm. Nor I. * 

Neo. That's stranger still. 

Phi. My son, my son ! 

Nbo. This new attack is terrible indeed ! 655 

Pm. 'Tis inexpressible : have pity on me. 

Nbo. What shall I do ? 

Phi. . Do not be terrinedy 

And leave me ; its returns are regular, 
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And, like the traveller, when its appetite 

Is satisfied, it will dei»rt O ! O ! 660 

Neo. TIkni art oppressed with ills on ereiy side. 
Give me thy hand : come, wilt thou lean upon me 1 

Pb. No ; but these arrows, take, presenre them 
for me 
A little while, till I grow better : sleep 
Is coming on me, and my pains will cease. Otl 
Let me be quiet : if, meantime, our foes 
Surprise thee, let nor force nor artifice 
Deprive thee of the great, the precious trwt . 
I have reposed in thee : that were ruin 
To thee and to thy friend. 

Neo. Be not aAraid ; 670 

No hands but mine shall touch them : give them to 
me. J .' 

Pm. Receive them, son ! and let it be thy pnjer. 
They bring not woes on thee, as they have done 
To me, and to Alcides. [Gives him tkt bow and 

arrows, 

Neo. May the gods 

Forbid it ever ! may they guide our course, 676 
And speed our prosperous sails ! 

Phi. Alas ! my son ! 

I fear thy vows are vain ; behold, my blood 
Flows from the wound : 0, how it pains me ! now 
It comes, it hastens : do not, do not leave me ; 
O, that Ulysses felt this racking torture, 680 

Ev'n to his inmost soul ! Again it comes. 
O Agamemnon ! Menelaus ! why 
Should not you bear these pangs as I have done T 
O Death ! where art thou, Death 1 so often call'd. 
Wilt thou not listen ? wilt thou never come t 686 
Take thou the Lemnian fire, my generous fHend ! 
Do me the same kind office which I did 

686 Alluding, most probably, to the ^anerallyreceiTed opjnkm 
that the forges of Vulcan were in the island or Lenmoe. 

687 Philoctetes had attended his friend Hercules in his last 
moments, and set fire to the funeral pile, when he expired on 
the top of Mount CEta. 
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For.piy Alcides ; these are thy reward. 
He gave them to me ; thou alone deserr'st 
The great inheritance. What says my Mend? 690 
What says my dear preserver ? O ! where art ibon % 

Nso. I mourn thy hapless fate. ^■ 

Phi. Be of good cheer ; 

Quick my disorder comes, and goes as soon. 
FMly beg thee not to leave me here. 

Neq. Depend on't, I will stay. 

Pm. WUt thou, indeed! 695 

Nso, Ttnst me, I will. 

Pm. I nee4«ot bind thAe to it 

By oath. 

Ned. O no ; ^were impious to forsake thee. 

Phi. Give me thy hand, and pledge ^ foith. 

Nvo. I do. 

Pm. Thither, O ! thWier lead. 

[Pointing^ up to heaven, 

Neo. What say'st thou ? where! 

Pm. Above. 

Neo. What, lost again t why look'ist thou thus 790 
On that bright circle ? 

Pm. Let me, let mafo. 

Neo. [laf$ hold of htrnJ] Where wouldst thou go ! 

Pm. Lqese me. 

Neo. I will not. 

Pm. O! 

You'll kin me if jou do not. 

Neo. [lets him go.] There, then ; now 

Is thy mind better ? 

Pm. ! receive me, earth ; 

Receive a dying man : here must I lie ; 705 

For O ! my pain's so great, I cannot rise. 
[Philoctetes sinks down on the earth near the eniranet of 
the eeve.] 

HBOTTQLSlKfB, OHORUB. 

Nbo. Sleep hath o^erta'en him : see, his head is laid 
On the cold earth ; the balmy sweat UucAk dxo"^ 
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From every limb, and from the broken yein - 709 
Flows the warm blood; let us indulge his diunben. 

INVOCATION TO ILBBP. 

Cho. Sleep, thou patron of mankind! 

Great Physician of the mind ! 

Who dost nor pain nor sorrow knOw ; 

Sweetest balm of every wo ; 

Mildest sovereign ! hear us now; 716 

Hear thy vnretched suppliant's vow : 

His eyes in gentle slumbers close, ■ 

And continue his repose. 

Hear thy vnretched suppliants vow: 

Great physician ! hear us now. 790 

And now, my son ! what best may suit thy purpose 
Consider well, and how we are to act. 
What more can we expect ? The time is come ; 
For better far is opportunity 
Seized at the lucky hour, than all the counsels 785 
Which wisdom dictates, or which craft inspires. 

Nbo. He hears us not : but easy as it is 
To gain the prize, it would avail us nothing 
Were he not with us. Phoebus hath reserved 
For him alone the crown of victory : 730 

But thus to boast of what we could not do. 
And break our word, were most disgraceful tons, 

Cho. The gods will guide us, fear it not, mv son! 
But what thou say'st, speak soft, for well thou 

know'st 
The sick man's sleep is short : he may awake 735 
And hear us ; therefore let us hide our purpose. 
If then thou think'st as he does, — thou know'st 

whom, 
This is the hour : at such a time, my son ! 
The wisest err ; but mark me, the wind's fair. 
And Philoctetes sleeps, void of all help. 740 

Lame, impotent, unable to resist. 
He is as one among the dead ; ev'n now 

737 The Chorus here means Ulysses. 
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We'll take him with us ; 'twere an easy task 
Leave it to me, my son : there is na danger. 
.t Nbo. No more; his eyes are open: see, %e 
moves. 745 



• t 



pmLooyfetse, msoptolebius, chorus. 

Pm. [Awaking,] O fair returning light, beyond my 
hopes ! 
You too, my kind preservers ! my son ! 
I could not think you would have stay'd so long 
In kind compassion to thy friend. Xlas ! 
The Atridae never would have acted thus : 750 

But noble is thy nature, and^thy birth; 
And therefore little did my wretchedness, 
Nor from my wounds the noisome stench deter 
Thy generous heart. I have a little respite. 
Help me, my son ! Fll try to rise ; this weakness 755 
Will leave me soon, and then well go together. 

Neo. I little thought to find thee thus restored. 
Trust me, I joy to see thee firee from pain. 
And hear thee speak ; the marks of death were on 

thee. 
Raise thyself up ; thy friends, here, if liiou wilt. 
Shall carry thee, 'twUl be no burden to them, 761 
If w# request it. 

Phi. No ; thy hand alone. 

I will not trouble them ; Hwill be enough 
If they can bear with me and my distemper. 
When we embark. 

Neo. Well, be ft so ; but rise. 765 

[Philoctetes rues, 

Pm. never fear ; FO rise as wefl as ever. 

[E^femU. 

V* ACT IV. 

■ ^ 

lowrrcnurtnm, rHnuxmris, chobus. 

Nbo. How shall I act 1 
Pm. What says m^ ioii% 

Soptr. — M 
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Neo. Alas! 

Iknow not what to say; my doubtful mind — 

Pm. Talk'd you of ^ubts t You did not, surely! 

Neo. Aft 

ThatVvy misfortune. 

Pm. Is then my distress 770 

The cause at last you will not take me with you t 

Neo. All is distress and misery, when we act 
Aninst our nature, uid consent to ill. 

Pm. But, sure, to help a good man in misfortunfli 
[s not against thy nature. ^. 

Neo. Men will call me 775 

A villain ; that distracts me. 

Phi. Not for this, 

For what thou meanest to do, thou mayst deserre it 

Neo. What shall I dot Direct me, Jove ! To 
hide 
What I should speak, and tell a base untruth, 
Were double guilt. 

Phi. He purposes at last, 780 

I fear it much, to leave me. 

Neo. Leave thee ! No. 

But how to make thee go with pleasure hence, 
There I'm distressed. 

Phi. I understand thee not ; 

What means my son ^ 

Neo. I can no longer hide 

The dreadful secret from thee : thou art going 765 
To Troy, ev'n to the Greeks, to the Atri&. 

Pm. Alas ! what say'st thou ? 

Neo. Do not weep, but hear me. 

Phi. What must I hear! What wilt, thou do 
with me ? 

Neo. First, set thee free; then carry thee, my 
friend, 
To conquer Troy. 

Phi. Is this indeed thy purpose t 790 

Neo. This am I bound to do. 

Pm. Then am I lost. 
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^ Undone, betray'd. Canst thoa, my friend ! do this t 
'-* Give me my arms again. 

Neo. , t Itciimotbe: 'f- 

I must obey the powers who sent me hither; 
Justice enjoins : the common cause 'demanj|fW 795 

Phi. Thou worst of men! thou vile artificer 
Of fraud most infamous ! ^hat hast thou done ? 
■ How have I been deceived ? Dost thotf not blush 
To look on me, to behold me thus 
3eneath thy feet imploring ? B^ betrayer ! 800 
^o rob me of my bow, the means of life, 
The only means ; give them, restore them to me ; 
Do not take all. Alas ! he hears me not, 
Nor deigns to speak ; but casts an angry look, 
That says, I never shall be free again. 805 

O mountains, rivers, rocks, and savage herds ! , 
To you I speak ; to you alone I now 
Must breathe my sorrows ; you are wont to hear 
My sad complaints, and I will tell you all 
That I have suffered from Achilles' son ; 810 

Who, bound by solemn oath to bear me hence 
To my dear native soil, now sails for Tcoy. 
The perjured wretch first gave his pH^ed hand, 
Then stole the sacred arrows of my fnend, 
The son of Jove, the great Alcides : those 816 

He means to show the Greeks, to snatch me hence, 
And boast his prize ; as if poor Philoctetes, 
This empty shade, were worthy of his arm. 
Had I been what I was, he ne'er had thus 
Subdued me, and ev'n now to fraud alone 830 

He owes the conquest : I have been betray'd. 
Give me my arms again, and be thyself 
Once more. O! speak: thou wilt not; then I'm 

lost. 
O my poor hut ! agtin 1 come to thee, 
Naked and destitute of food : once more 835 

Receive me, here to die ; for now, no longer 
Shall my swift arrow reach the flying prey, 
Or on the mountains pierce the wandeim|^\L^T^\ 
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I •hall mjrtelf afford a banquet bow 
TofhoaeluaedtofeadoD; Iheytiiahailenb M 
And I their easy ptay : ao ahfP m ttlood; 

Which I ao oft have ahed» ho faid Iqr v^ » 
And allihli too from him idiom ooo^I dfliiii*d 
Stranger to fraud, nor capaUa of HL 
And yet I will not corae that, till I know W^ 

Whether thou atiU retain'atthy horrid pBip oe e » 
Or doat repent thee of it ; if thoa doat not, 
Deatniction wait thee ! 

Cbo.' We attend toot pleaMDii ' ** 

My royal lord! we moat be gone; aetermino 
To leave, or take him with na. 

Nbo. Hia diatreaa Stt 

Doth move me much : tmat me, I long Iwfe M^ 
Compassion for him. 

Pm. 0! then b¥ the groda ' 

Pil^menow, my aon! norletmanund * 

Reproach thee for a fraud so base. 

Nao. Alaa ! 

What shall I do t Would I were atiU at Scyroa f 
For I am most unhappy. 

Pm. O my son! 846 

Thou art not base by nature, but misguided. 
By those who are, to deeds unworthy of thee : 
Turn then thy fraud on them who bleat deaerre it, 
Restore my arms, and leave me. 

Nbo. Speak, my frienda!. S90 

What's to be done ? 

Enter Ultssm. 

Ultb. Ha ! doat thon heaital|i| * 

Traitor ! be gone ! give me the arma. 

Pm. Ahnu}!- 

Ulysses here t 

Ults. Ay, 'tis Ulysaea* aelf . 

That stands before thee. 

Pm. Then Fm lost— betrq^'d : 

This was the cruel apoiler. 



PHlLdCTBTES. —ACT IV. 137 

Ulys. Doubt it not : 855 

Twas I ; I do confess it. 

Phi. [to Neoptolemtts.] O my son ! 
Give me them;back. 

Ults. .'« It must not be ; with them 

Thyself must go, or we shall drag thee hence. 
.*. . Fm. And -mU. they force me ? O, thou daring 
■■ts*. . villain ! 
E* . Ulys. They will, unless thou dost consent to go. 

Phi. Wilt thou, O Lemnos! wilt thou, mighty 
Vulcan! 861 

With thy all-conq'ring fire, permit me thus 
To be torn from thee ? 

Ulys. Know, great Jove himself 

Doth here preside : he hath decreed thy fate ; 
I but perform his will. 

Phi. Detested wretch ! 865 

Makest thou the gods a cover for thy crime % 
Do they teach falsehood ? 

Ulys. No ; they taught me truth ; 

And therefore hence : that way thy journey hea* 

[Pointing to the sea. 

Phi. It doth not. 

Ulys. But I say it must be so. 

Pm. And Philoctetes, then, was bom a slave ! 870 
I did not know it. 

Ulys. No, I mean to place thee 

Ev'n with the noblest, ev'n with those by whom 
Proud Troy must perish. 

Phl Never will I go, 

Befall what may, while this deep cave is open 
To burjrftH my sorrows. 

Ulys. What wouldst do 1 875 

Phi. Here throw me down, dash out my desperate 
brains 
Against this rock, and sprinkle it with my blood. 

Ulys. [to the ChorusJ] Seize and prevent him. 



[They seize him. 



Phi. Ma&acledl OYivsii^i^ 

M9 
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How helpless are you now! Those anns which 
once 879 

Protected, thns torn from yon ! Tlion abandoned, 

[to Ulvgsu. 
Thou shameless wretch ! from whom nor truth nor 

justice, 
Naught that becomes the generous mlnd« can flow, 
How hast thou us'd me ! howbetray'd! Suborned 
This stranger, this poor youth, who, worthier iar ' 
To be my friend than thine, was only here 885 

Thy instrument : he knew nt>t what he did, 
And now, thou seest, repents him of the crime 
Which brought such guilt on him, such woes on me. 
But thy foul soul, which from its dark recess 
Trembling looks forth, beheld him void of art, 890 
Unwilling as he was, instructed him, 
Aikl made him soon a master in deceit. 
I am thy prisoner now ; ev'n now thou meanest 
To drag me hence, from this unhappy shore. 
Where first thy malice left me, a poor exile, 895 
Deserted, friendless, and, though living, dead 
To all mankind. Perish the vile betrayer ! 
O ! I have cursed thee often, but the gods 
Will never hear the prayers of Philoctetes. 
Life and its joys are thine : while I, unhappy, 900 
Am but the scorn of thee and the Atrids, 
Thy haughty masters: fraud and force compeU'd 

thee, 
Or thou hadst never sail'd with them to Troy. 
I lent my willing aid ; with seven brave ships 
I ploughM the main to serve them ; in retunn, 905 
They cast me forth, disgraced me, left me here. 
Thou say'st they did it ; they impute the crime 
To thee ; and what will you do with me now ? 
And whither must I go '< What end, what purpose, 

902 Ulysses, unwilling to go among the other chiefs to the 
siege of Troy, feigned himself mad; but being detected by Pala- 
meoes, was after all obliged to join them. 
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Gould mee thee to it ? I am nothing, lost 910 

And dead already: wherefore, tell me, wherefore 
Am I not still the same detested burden, . 
Loathsome and lame ? Again must Philoctetes 
Disturb your holy rites ! If I am with you. 
How can you make libations % That was once 915 
Your vile pretence for inhumanity. 
Oy may you perish for the deed ! The gods 
Will grant it, sure, if justice be their care ; 
And mat it is I know. You had not left 
Your native soil, to seek a wretch like me, . 920 
Had not some impulse from the powers above, 
Spite of yourselves, ordainM it ! O my country ! 
Aiid yoli, O gods ! who look upon this deed, 
Punish, in pity to me, punish all 
The guilty band ! Could I behold them perish, 925 
My wounds were nothing ; that would heal them all. 

Cho. [to Ulysses,] Observe, my lord, what bitttr- 
ness of soul 
His words express ! he bends not to misfortune, 
But seems to brave it. 

Ults. I could answer him, 

Were this a time for words ; but now, no more 930 
Than this, — I act as best befits our purpose. 
Where virtue, truth, and justice are required, 
Ulysses yields to none ; I was not bom 
To be overcome, and yet submit to thee. 
Let him remain. Thy arrows shall suffice ; 935 
We want thee not : Teucer can draw thy bow 
As well as thou ; myself, with equal strength, 
Can aim the deadly shaft, with equal skill. 
What could thy presince do ? Let Lemnos keep 

thee. 
Farewell ! perhaps the honours once designed 940 
For thee may be reserved to grace Ulysses. 

Pm. Alas ! shall Greece then see my deadliest 
foe 
Adom'd with arms whioh I alone should bear.1 

Ults. No more : I must be gone. 
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Pm. [to Neoptolemus.] Son of Achilles I 

Thou wilt not leave me too ! I^pvt not lose 945 
Thy conT«t*e, thy assistance. 

Ulys. [to Neoptolemus.] Look not on him : 
Away, I charge thee ; 'twould be fatal to ub. 

Phi. [to the Choms.] Will you forsake me, friendst 
Dwells no compassion 
Within your breasts for me ? 

Cho. [pointing to Neoptolemus J] He is our master; 
We speak and act but as his will directs. 960 

Neo. I know he will upbraid me for this weakness ; 
But 'tis my nature and I must consent. 
Since Philoctetes asks it : stay you with him, 
Till to the gods our pious prayers we offer, 
And all things are prepared for our departiure* ; 955 
Perhaps, meantime, to better thoughts his mind 
Mvjr turn relenting. We must go : remember, 
Wnen we shall c^l you, follow instantly. 

[Exit with Ulysses, 

Phi. O my poor hut ! and is it then decreed 
Again I come to thee to part no more, 960 

To «nd my wretched days in this sad cave. 
The scene of all my woes ? For whither now 
Can I betake me 1 Who will feed, support. 
Or cherish Philoctetes % Not a hope 964 

Remains for me. O, that the impetuous storms 
Would bear me with them to some distant clime! 
For I must peridi here. 

Cho. Unhappy man ! 

Thou hast provoked thy fate ; tiiyself alone 
Art to thyself a foe, to scornthe good 
Which wisdom bids thee ijke, and choose misfor- 
tune. 970 

Phi. Wretch that I am, to perish here alone ! . 

! I shall see the face of man no more. 

Nor shall my arrows pierce their winged prey. 
And bring me sustenance ! Such vile delusions 
Used to betray me ! O tM pains like those 075 

1 feel might reach the author of my woes ! 
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Cro. The gods decreed it ; we are not to blame : 
Heap not thy cimi|» therefore, on the guiltless, 
But take our friendship. -*" 

Phi. [pointiiig to the sea-shore,] I behold hiM there : 
Ev'n now I see him laughing me to scorn, 980 

On yonder shore, and in his hands the darts 
He waves triumphant, which no arms but these 
Had ever borne. O, my dear, glorious treasure ! 
Hadst thou a mind to feel the indignity. 
How wouldst thou grieve to change thy noble mas- 
ter, 986 
The friend of great Alcides, for a wretch 
So vile, so base, so impious as Ulysses ! 

Cho. Justice will ever rule the good man's tongue. 
Nor from his lips reproach and bitterness 
Invidious flow. Ulysses, by the voice 990 

Of Greece appointed, only sought a friend 
To join the common cause, and serve his couniryi 

Pm. Hear me, ye winged inhabitants of air! 
And you who on these mountains love to feed, 
My savage prey, whom once I could pursue ; 995 
Fearful no more of Philoctetes, fly 
This hollow rock ; I cannot hurt you now. 
You need not dread to enter here : alas ! 
You now may come, and in your turn reipde 
On these poor limbs, when I shall be i)0 more. 1000 
Where can I hope for food 1 or who can breathe 
This vital air, when life-preserving ejurth 
No longer wUl assist him t 

Cho. By the gods 

Let me entreat thee, if fliou dost regard 
Our master and thy frimdy come to him now, 1005 
While thou mayst 'scape this flad calamity. 
Who but thyself woula choose to be unhappy, 
That could prevent it T 

Phi. 0! you have brought back 

Once more the sad remembrance of my gne&. 
Why, why, my friends, wfMd you afflict me tint ! 

■Cho. Afflict thee, how 1 
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FBI. . Think you 111 e'er retam 1011 

To hateful Troy t 

€ho. We would advise thee to it. 

Phi. Ill hear no more. Go, leave me. 

Oho. V That we shall 

Most gladly : to the thips, my friends ! away. 
Obey your orders. [going, *". 

Phi. [stops them.] By protecting Jove, 1015 

Who hears the suppliant's prayer, do not forsake me. 

Cho. [retimiing] Be cakn then. 

Phi. 0, my friends ! will you then stay 1 

Do, by the gods I beg you. 

Cho. Why that groan 1 

Phi. Alas 1 I die ! My wound, my wound ? Here 
after , 1019 

What can I do ? You will not leave me ; hear— 

Geo. What canst thou say we do not -know al- 
ready? 

Phi. O'erwhelmM by such a storm of griefe as I 
am, 
you should not thus resent a madman's phrensy. 

Cho. Comply, then, and be happy. 

P». Never^ never, 

(Be sure of that) though thunder-bearing Jove 1025 
Should with his lightnings blast me, would I go. 
No ; let Troy perish, perish all the host 
Who sent me here to die ; but, O my friends ! 
Grant me this lail request. 

Cho. What is it. Speak. 1029 

Pm. A sworid^A dart,'lK)me instrument of death. 

Cho. What wouldst thou dp ? 

Pm. I'd hack off every limb. 

jDeath! mysoullongs for death. 

Cho. But wherefore is it ? 

Pm. I'll seek my father. 

Cho. Whither ? 

Pm. In the tomb ; 

rhere he must be. O Scyros ! O my country ! 
How comid I bear to see tnee as I am ? 1035 
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h who had left thy sacred «hof e8» to aid 
The hateful sons of Greece ! O misery! 

[Goes uUo the cave. 
[Exetmt. 

ACT V* 

ULYSSES, NEOPTOLEMUS, CHORUS. 

Cho. Ere now we shonld have ta'en thee to our 
ships, 
But that advancing this way I hehold 
Ulysses, and with him Acmlles' son. 1040 

Ulys. Why this return ? Wherefore this haste ? 

Neo. I come 

To purge me of my crimes. 

Ulys. Indeed ! what crimes ? 

Neo. My blind obedience to the Grecian host* 
And to thy counsels. 

Ulys. Hast thou practised aughl 

Base, or unworthy of thee ? 

Neo. Yes, by art 1046 

And vile deceit betray'd the unhappy. 

Ulys. Whom 1 

Alas! what mean you? '■ 

Neo. Nothing ; but the wai 

Of Paean— 

Ulys. Ha! what wouldst thou do t My heart 
Misgives me. [aside,] 

Neo. I have ta'en his fltMi and HOw— 

Ulys. Thou wouldst restore tfaemt Speak! is 
that thy purpose ? ' " .' 1050 

Almighty Jove ! 

Neo. Unjustly should I keep 

Another's right? 

Ults. Now by the gods, thou meanest 

To mock me ; dost fhon not ? 

Neo. If to speak troth ' 

Be mockery^ 



.• / 



•w 
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Ul Ys. And does Achilles^ sod ' 

Say this tome 1 

Nso. Why force me to repeat 1055 

My words so often to thee % 

IJlys. Once to hear them, 

Is once indeed too inuch. 

Nbo. Doubt them no more, 

For I have told thee all. 

Ults. There are, remember, — 

There are who may prevent thee. 

Nbo. Who shall dare 

To thwart my purpose % 

Ults. All the Grecian host, 1060 

And with them I. 

Nbo. Wise as thou art, Ulysses ! 

Thou talk*st most idly. 

Ults. Wisdom is not thine* 

Either in word or deed. 

Nbo. Know, to be just 

Is better far than to be wise. 

Ults. But where, 

Where is the justice, thus unauthorized, 1065 

To give a treasure back thou ow'st to me. 
And to my counsels ? 

Nbo. I have done a wrong. 

And I will try to make atonement for it. 

Ults. Dost thou not fear the power of Greece \ 

Nbo. I fear 

Nor^reece nor thee when I am doing right. 1070 

Ults. 'Tis not with Troy, then, we contend, but 
thee. 

Nbo. I know not that. 

Ults. Seest thou this hand 1 Behold, 

It flrasps my sword. 

. Nko. Mine is alike prepared, 

Nor seeks delay. 

Ul'Ts. But I will let thee go ; 1074 

Greece shall know all thy guilt, and shall revenge it. 

[Exit Ulysses* 
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Nbo. 'Twas well determined : always be as wise 
As now thou art, and thou mayst live in safety. 

[Approaching towards the cave. 
Ho! son of Paean! Philoctetes! leave 
Thy rocky habitation, and come forth. 1079 

Pm. [from the cave.] What noise was that T Who 
calls on Philoctetes ? [He comes out. 

Alas ! what would you, strangers ? are you come 
To heap fresh miseries on me ? 

Neo. Be of comfort, 

And hear the tidings which I bring. 

Phi. I dare not : 

Thy flattering tongue already hath betrayM me. 1084 

Neo. And is tl^re, then, no room for penitence ? 

Phi. Such were thy words, when, seemingly, sin- 
cere. 
Yet meaning ill, thou stolest my arms away. 

Neo. But now it is not so. I only came 
To know if thou are resolute to stay. 
Or sail with us. 

Phi. No more of that ; 'tis vain 1090 

And useless all. 

Neo. Art thou then tx^d ? 

Phi. I am ? 

It is impossible to say how firmly. 

Neo. I thought I could have moved thee, but Ihre 
done. 

Phi. 'Tis well thou hast ; thy labour had been 
vain: 
For never could my soul esteem the man 1095 

Who robb*d me of my dearest, best possession, 
And now would have me listen to his counsels. 
Unworthy offspring of the best of men ! 
Perish the Atrid» ! perish first Ulysses t 
Perish thyself! 1100 

Neo. Withhold thy imprecations, 

And take thy arrows beck. 

Phi. ▲ second time 

Wouldst thoa deceive insf 

Soph.— N 
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Nbo. By the Almighty pewer 

Of sacred Jove, I swear. 

Phi. O joyful sound 

If thou say'st truly. 

Neo. Let my actions speak : 1104 

Stretch forth thy hand, and take thy arms again. 

[CHves him the arrows. 
Enter Ulysses. 

Ults. Witness, ye gods! here, in the name of 
Greece 
And the Atridae, I forbid it ! 

Pm. Ha ! 

What voice is that ? Ulysses % 

Ulys. Ay, tis I , 

I, who perforce will carry thee to Troy 
Spite of Achilles' son. 

Pm. [raising his arm as intending to throw an arrow 
at Ulysses.] Not if I aim 1110 

This shaft aright. 

Neo. [laying hold of him.] Now, by the gods, I beg 
thee, 
Stop thy rash hand. 

Pm. Let go my arm. 

Neo. I will not. 

Pm. Shall I not slay my enemy? 

Neo. O no ; 

'Twould cast dishonour on us both. 

Pm. Thou know'st 

These Grecian chiefs are loud pretending boasters, 
Brave but in tongue, and cowards in the field. H16 

Neo. I know it ; but remember, I restored 
Thy arrows to thee, and thou hast no cause 
For rage, or for complaint against thy friend. 

Pm. I own thy goodness : thou hast shown tfajrself 
Worthy thy birth ; no son of Sis3rphus, 1 191 

But of Achilles, who on earth preserved 
A fame unspotted, and among the dead 
Still shines superior, an iUustrious shade. 

Neo. Jo3^u1 I thank thee for a father's praise, 1 195 
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And for my own ; but listen to my words, 

And mark me well. Misfortunes, which the gods 

Inflict on mortals, they perforce must bear ; 

But when, oppressM by voluntary woes, 

They make themselves unhappy, they deserve not 

Our pity or our pardon ; such art thou. 1131 

Thy sayage. soul, impatient of advice, 

Rejects the wholesome counsel of thy friend, 

And treats him like a foe : but I will speak, 

Jove be my witness ! therefore hear my words, 1135 

And grave them in thy heart. The dire disease 

Thou long hast suffered is from angry Heaven, 

Which thus afflicts thee for thy rash approach 

To the fell serpent, which on Chrysa's shore 

Watch'd o'er the sacred treasures ; know, beside, 

That while the sun in yonder east shall rise, 1141 

Or in the west decline, distempered stiU 

Thou ever shalt remain, unless to Troy 

Thy willing mind transport thee: there the sons 

Of Esculapius shall restore thee ; there, 1145 

By my assistance, shalt thou conquer Troy ; 

I know it well : for that prophetic sage. 

The Trojan captive Helenus, foretold 

It should be so ; " proud Troy," he added then, 

** This very year must fail ; if not, my life 1150 

Shall answer for the falsehood ;" therefore yield ; 

Thus to be deemed the first of Grecians ; thus 

By Paean's favorite sons to be restored, 

Aiid thus mark'd out the conqueror of Troy, 

Is sure distinguished happiness. 

Pm. Olife 1155 

Detested ! why wilt thou still keep me here % 
Why not dismiss me to the tomb % Alas ! 
What can I do ? How can I disbelieve 
My generous friend ? I must consent, and yet 
Can I do this, and look upon the sun ? 1160 

Can I behold my friends 1 Will they forgive. 
Will they associate with me after tms ? 
And you, ye heavenly oib*, that roll around mA I 
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How will you bear to see me link*d with those 
Who have destroy'd me ; ev'n the sons of Atreus, 
Ev'n with Ulysses, source of all my woes ? 1106 
My sufferings past I could forget ; but, O ! 
I oread the woes to come ; for well I know^ 
When once the mind's corrupted, it brings forth 
UnnumberM crimes, and ills to ills succeed. 1170 
It moves my wonder much, that thou, my friend, 
Shouldst thus advise me, whom it ill becomes 
To think of Troy : I rather had believed 
Thou wouldst have sent me far, far off from those 
Who have defrauded thee of thy just rieht, 1175 
And gave thy arms away. Are these the men 
Whom thou wouldst serve, — whom thou wouldst 

thus compel me 
To save and to defend 1 It must not be. 
Remember, O my son ! the solemn oath 
Thou gav'st to bear me to my native soil. 1180 

Do this, my friend ! remain thyself at Scyros, 
And leave these wretches to be wretched still. 
Thus shalt thou merit double thanks, from me 
And from my father ; nor by succour given 
To vile betrayers prove thyself as vile. 1185 

Neo. Thou say'st most truly ; yet confide in Hea- 
ven, 
Trust to thy friends, and leave this hated place. 

Phi. Leave it? For whomi For Troy and the 
Atridae 1 
These wounds forbid it. 

Neo. They shall all be heal'd, 

Where I will carry thee. 

Pm. An idle tale 1190 

Thou tell'st me, surely, dost thou not ? 

Ned. I speak 

What best may serve us both. 

Pm. But, speaking thus, 

Dost thou not fear the offended gods ? 

Neo. Why fear them ! 

Can 1 offend the gods by doing good ? 
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Phl What good 1 To whom 1 To me, or to the 
Atridae? 1195 

Nbo. I am thy friend, and therefore would per- 
suade thee. 

Pm. And therefore give me to my foes. 

Nbo. Alas ! 

Let not misfortunes thus transport thy soul 
To rage and bitterness. 
. Pm. Thou wouldst destroy me. 

Nso. Thou know'st me not. 

Pm. I know the Atridffi welly 1300 

Who left me here. 

Neo. They did ; yet they, perhaps, 

Ev'n they, O Philoctetes ! may preserve thee. 

Phi. I never will to Troy. 

Neo. What's to be done? 

Since I can ne'er persuade thee, I submit : 
Live on in misery. 

Pm. Then let me suffer ; 1205 

Su£fer I must ; but, O ! perform thy promise ; 
Think on thy plighted faith, and guard me home 
Listant, my friend ; nor ever call back Troy 
To my remembrance. I have felt enough 
From Troy already. 

Neo. Let us go; prepare. 1310 

Phi. O glorious sound ! 

Neo. Bear thy self up. 

Pm. I wiU, 

If possible. 

Neo. B«t how shall I escape 

The wrath of Greece ? 

Pm. O ! think not of it. 

Neo. What 

If they should waste my kingdom 1 • 

Pm. Ill be there^— 

Neo. Alas! what canst thou do? 

Pm. And with these arrows 1315 

OfmyAlcides — 

Nbo. Ha! what lay'st thou t 

N3 
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Phi. * Drive 

Thy foee before me ; not a Greek shall dare 
Approach thy borders. 

Neo. If thou wilt do this, 

Salute the earth, and instant hence. Away ! 

Hercules descends mtd speaks. 

Stay, son of Paean ! Lo ! to thee His given 13S0 

Once more to see and hear thy loved Alcides, 

Who for thy sake hath left yon heavenly mansions, 

And comes to tell thee the decrees of Jove ; 

To turn thee from the paths thou mean'st to tread, 

And guide thy footsteps right : therefore attend. 1325 

Thou know'st what toils, what labours I endured. 

Ere I by virtue gainM immortal fame : 

Thou too, like me, by toils must rise to glory ; 

Thou too must suffer ere thou canst be happy. 1920 

Hence with thy friend to Troy, where honour calls, 

Where health awaits thee ; where, by virtue raiscMl 

To highest rank, and leader of the war, 

Paris, its hateful author, shalt thou slay, 

Lay waste proud Troy, and send thy trophies home, 

Thy valour's due reward, to glad thy sire. 1235 

On (Eta's top, the gifts which Greece bestows 

Must thou reserve to grace my funeral pile, 

And be a monument to after ages 

Of these all-conquering arms. Son of Achilles 

[turning to Neoptolemus. 
(For now to thee I speak) remember this ; 1240 
Without his aid thou canst not conqt^r Troy, 
Nor Philoctetes without thee succeed. 
Go, then ; and, like two lions in the field 
Roaming for prey, guard you each other well : 
My Esculapius will I send ev'n now 1245 

To heal thy wounds ; then go, and conquer Troy. 
But when you lay the vanquished city waste, 
Be careful that you venerate the gods ; 
For far above all other gifts, doth Jove, 
The almighty Father^ hold true piety. 1850 
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» 

Whether we live or die, that still sufvlres 
Beyond the reach of fate, and is immortal. 

Neo. Once more to let me^ hear that wished-for 
voice, 
To see thee after so long a time, was bliss 
I could not hope for. O ! 1 will obey 1256 

Thy great commands most wiUingly. 

Phi. And I. 

Her. Delay not, then ; for lo ! a prosperous wind 
Swells in thy sail : the time invites. Adieu ! 

[Hercules re-ascends, 

Pffl. I will but pay my salutations here, 
And instantly depart. To thee, my cave ! 1260 

Where I so long have dwelt, I bid farewell ; 
And you, ye nymphs ! who on the watery plains 
Deign to reside, farewell ! Farewell, the noiso 
Of beating waves, which 1 so oft have heard 
From the rough sea, which, by the black winds 
driven, • 1266 

Overwhelmed me shivering. Oft the Hermsean 

mount 
Echoed my plaintive voice, by wintry storms 
Afflicted, and retumM me groan for groan. 
Now, ye fresh fountains ! each Lyceean spring! 
I leave you now. Alas ! I little thought 1370 

To leave you ever : and thou sea-girt isle, 
Lemnos, farewell ! Permit me to depart 
By thee unblamed, and with a prosperous gale 
To go where fate demands, where kindest friends 
By counsel urge me, where all-powerful Jove 1376 
In his unerring wisdom hath decreed. 

Cho. Let us be gone, and to the ocean n3niiphs 
Our humble prayers prefer, that they would all 
Propitious smile, and grant us safe return. 

1266 A mountain in Lemnos. 
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Crbow, king of Thebes. 

EuRYDicK, wile of Creon. 

HiBMON, mh of Creon. 

Antioonb, daughter of CBdipue. 

IsMBNK, sister of Antigone. 

TiRKsiAS, a prophet 

A Mkssknokr, Guard, Srryant, and Attindamtc. 

Chorus, composed of andeo) men of Thebes. 



ANTlGfONE. 



ARGUMENT. 



Eteocles and Polynices, sons of (Edipus, ha'ving an equal 
claim to the kingdom of Thebes, agreed to rmgn year by 
year, alternately ; but Eteocles, sacceeding first to ti^e throne 
by priority of birth, broke the contract, and maintained him- 
sell in the possession of his dominions. Pol;pices, in re- 
venge, raised an army of Argians, and made an incursion into 
Thebes ; where, after great slaughter on both sides, the bro- 
thers were slain by each other in single combat. The king- 
dom now devolved to their uncle Creon, whose first* act of su- 
preme power was an edict, forbidding all rites of sepultmre to 
Polynices, as a traitor ; and pronouncing instant death on any 
who should dare to burv lum. This mhuman decree, and 
the penalty that awaited its infraction, failed, however, to 
deter his sister Antigone from bestowing the last duties to her 
mifortunate brother ; and, being detectesd in the prosecution of 
her design, she was sentenced by the tyrant to impriscnunent in 
a cave, where she was to perish vnth hunger. Hemon, the 
son of Creon, and the betrothed husband of Antigone, endea- 
voured, by his influence vnth his father, to arrest this cruel 
mandate ; and, failing of success, slew hnnself The punish- 
ment of Creon did not stop here : for his wife Euryaice, in 
diMpair for the death of her son, put a period to her existence ; 
leaving the unhappy monarch to atone, by a firaitlen remone* 
kar his past rigour and injustice. 



ACT I. 
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Ant. O my dear sister, my best-loved Ismeoe I 
Is there an evil, by the wrath of Jove 
Reserved Hmt CBdipas' unbapfiy raee, 
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We haye felt not already ! Sorrow and shame, 
And bitterness and anguish,— all that*s sad, 5 

All that's distressful, hath been ours ; and now 
This dreadful edict from the tyrant comes 
To double our misfortunes. Hast thou heard 
What harsh commands he hath imposed on all ! 
Or art thou still to know what future ills 10 

Our foes haye yet in store to make us wretched t 

Ism. Since that unhappy day, Antigone ! 
When by each other's hand our brothers fell. 
And Greece dismissed her armies, I haye heard 
Nought that could giye joy or grief to me. 15 

Ant. I thought thou wert a stranger to the 
tidings; 
And therefore call'd thee forth, that here alone 
I might impart them to thee. 

Ism. O ! what are they t 

For something dreadful labours in thy breast. 

Ant. Know, then, from Creon, our indulgent 
lord, 20 

Our hapless brothers met a different fate ; 
To honour one, and one to infamy. 
He hath consigned : with funeral rites he graced 
The body of our dear Eteocles, 
While Pol3mices' wretched carcass lies 35 

Unburied, unlamented, left exposed 
A feast for hungry vultures on the plain. ' 

No pitying friend will dare to violate 
The tyrant's harsh command, for public death 
Awaits the offender : Creon comes himself 30 

To tell us of it, such is our condition. 
This is the crisis, this the hour, Ismene ! 
That must declare thee worthy of thy birth, 
Or show thee mean, base, and degenerate. 

IsM. What wouldst thou have me do ? Defy his 
power ? 35 

Contemn the laws ? 

Ant. To act with me, or oot ; 

Consider, and resolve. 
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Ism. What daring deed 

Wouldst thou attempt t What is it? Speak! 

Ant. To join 

And take the body, my Ismene. 

Ism. Ha! 

And wonldst thou dare to bory it, when thus 40 
We are forbidden t 

Ant. Ay, to bury him : " 

He is my brother, and thine, too, Ismene ! 
Therefore, consent or not, I hare determined 
I'll not disgrace my birth. 

IsM. Hath not the king 

Pronounced it death to all ? 

Ant. ^ He hath no right, 46 

No power to keep me from my own.> 

last. Alas! 

Remember our unhappy father's fate ; 
His eyes torn out by his own fatal hand. 
Oppressed with shame and infamy, he died : 
Fruit of his crimes, a mother and a wife, 60 

I>readful alliance ! self-deyoted, fell ; 
And last, in one sad day, Eteocles 
AmI Pol3niice8, by each other slain. 
Left as we are, deserted and forlorn. 
What from our disobedience can we hope, 56 

But misery and ruin ? Poor, weak women. 
Helpless, nor form'd by nature to contend 
With powerful man ; we are his subjects too. 
Therefore to this, and worse than this, my sister, 
We must submit ; for me, in humbleet prayer 60 
Will I address me to the infernal powers 
For pardon of that crime, which, well they know. 
Sprang from necessity, and then obey ; 
Smce to attempt what we can nerer hope 
To execute, is folly all, and madness. 65 

Ant. Wert thou to proffer what I do not ask,— 
Thy poor assistance, I would scorn it now. 
Act as thou wilt ; I'll bury him myself; 
Let me perform but that, and death is welcome* 

SOFB*— O 
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1*11 do the pious deed, and lay me down 70 

By my dear brother ; loving and beloved, 

Well rest together : to the powers below, 

Tis fit we pay obedience ; longer there 

We must remain, than we can oreathe on earth ; 

lliere I shall dwell for ever ; thou, meantime, 76 

What the gods hold most precious mayst despise. 

Ism. I reverence the gods ; but, in aefiance 
Of laws, and unassisted, to do this. 
It were most dangerous. 

Ant. That be thy excuse, 

While I prepare the funeral pile. 

Ism. Alas ! 80 

I tremble for thee. 

Ant. ' Tremble for thyself, 

And not for me. 

Ism. O ! do not tell thy purpose, 

I beg thee, do not ! I shall ne'er betray thee. 

Ant. Pd have it known ; and I shall hate thee 
more 
For thy concealment, than if loud to all 85 

Thou wouldst proclaim the deed. 

Ism. Thou hast a heart 

Too daring, and ill-suited to thy fate. 

Ant. I know my duty, and I'll pay it there 
Where 'twill be best accepted. 

Ism. Couldst thou do it ; 

But 'tis not in thy power. 

Ant. When I know that, 90 

It will be time enough to quit my purpose. 

Ism. It cannot be ; 'tis folly to attempt it. 

Ant. Go on, and I shall hate thee : our dead bro* 
ther, 
He too shall hate thee as his bitterest foe. 
Go, leave me here to suffer for my rashness ; 95 
Whate'er befalls, it cannot be so dreadful 
As not to die with honour. 

IsM. Then farewell, 
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Since thou wilt have it so ; and know, Ismene 
Pities thy weakness, but admires thy virtue. 

[Exeunt. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

By Directs sweetly-flowing stream, 100 

Ne'er did the golden eye of day 
On Thebes with fairer lustre beam, 

Or shine with more auspicious ray. 
See, the proud Argive, with his silver shield 

And glittering armour, quits the hostile plain ; 
No longer dares maintain the luckless field, 106 

But vanquished flies, nor checks the loosenM rein. 
With dreadful clangour, like the bird of Jove, 
On snowy wings descending from above. 
His vaunted powers to this devoted land, 110 

In bitterest wrath, did Pol3nuces lead : 
With crested helmets, and a numerous band 

He came, and fondly hoped that Thebes should 
bleed. 

ANTI8TR0PHB I. 

High on the lofty tower he stood. 

And viewM the encircled gates below, 116 

With spears that thirsted for our blood. 

And seem'd to scorn the unequal foe : 
But fraught with vengeance, ere the rising flame 

Could waste our bmwarks, or our walls surround, 
Mars to assist the fiery serpent came, 130 

And brought the towering esgle to the ground. 
That ffod, who hates the boastings of the proud. 
Saw the rude violence of the exulting crowd. 
Already now the triumph was prepared. 

The wreath of victory, and the festal song, 126 
When Jove the clash of golden armour heard. 

And hurrd his thunder on the guilty throng. 

120 By the dragon, or fiery seiDent, we are to undentandfth* 
Theban aixny attacked by the eagle Polymcea. 
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STROPHE U. 

Then Capaneus, elate with pride, 

Fierce as the rapid whirlwind came ; 
Eager he seem'd on every side 130 

To spread the all-devouring flame : 
But soon he felt the wing^ed hghtning^s blast, 

By angry Heaven with speedy vengeance sent : 
Down from the lofty turrets headlong cast, 

For his foul crimes he met the punishment 135 
Each at his gate, long time the leaders strove, 
Then fled, and left their arms to conquering Jove ; 
Save the unhappy death-devoted pair. 

The wretched brethren, who unconquer'd stood: 
With rancorous hate inspired, and fell despair, 140 

They wreaked theit vengeance in eacn other's 
blood. 

AMTISTROPHC II. 

And lo ! with smiles propitious see, 

To Thebes, for numerous scars renowned ! 
The goddess comes, fair Victory, 

With fame and endless glory crownM ! 145 

Henceforth, no longer vex'd by war's alarms, 

Let all our sorrows, all our labours cease : 
Come, let us quit the din of rattling arms. 

And fill our temples with the songs of peace. 
The god of Thebes shall guide our steps ariffht, 150 
And crown with many a lay the festive ni^t. 
But see, still anxious for his native land. 

Our king, Menceceus' valiant son, appear : 
With some fair omen, by the gods' command, 154 

He comes to meet his aged council here. [Exeunt, 

128 Capaneus was one of the seven captains who came 
against Thebes. It is said that, after he had mounted to the 
t^ of the scaling-ladders, he was struck dead with lighttuog. 
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ACT 11. 

CRBON, CHORUS. 

Gbb. At length, our empire, shook by civil broils, 
The gods to peace and safety have restored; 
Wherefore, my friends ! you had our late request 
That you should meet us here; for well 1 know 
Your firm allegiance to great Laius, next 160 

To CEdipus, and his unhappy sons ; 
These by each other's hand untimely slain. 
To me the sceptre doth of right descend, 
As next in blood. Never-can man be known, 
His mind, his will, his passions ne'er appear, 105 
Till power and office call them forth ; ior me, 
TTis my firm thought, and I have held it ever, 
That he who rules, and doth not follow that 
Which wisdom counsels, but, restrained by fear. 
Shuts up his lips, must be the worst of men ; 170 
Nor do I deem him worthy, who prefers 
A friend, how dear soever, to his country. 
Should 1 behold (witness, all-seeing Jove !) 
This city wrong'd, I never would be silent ; 
Never would make the foe of Thebes my friend, 
For on her safety must depend our own ; 176 

And if she flourish, we can never want 
Assistance or support : thus would I act ; 
And therefore have I sent my edict forth 
Touching the sons of OBdipus, commanding 180 
That they should bury him who nobly fou^t 
And died for Thebes, the good Eteocles, 
Gracing his memory with each honour due 
To the illustrious dead ; for Polynices, 
Abandoned exile ! for a brother's blood 186 

Thirsting insatiate ; — ^he, who would in flames 
Have wasted all, his country, and his gods, 
And made you slaves ;— I have decree^, he lie 
Unburied, nis vile carcass to the birds 

O 2 
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And Ykvaigry dogs a prey ;. there let Mm rot 190 
Inglorious ; 'tis my wiU : for ne'er from me 
Shall vice inherit virtue's due reward. 
But him alone, who is a friend to Thebes, 
Living or dead, shall Oreon reverence still. 

Cho. Son of MencBceus ! 'twas thy g^reat behest 
Thus to reward them both ; thine is the power 19 
Oe'r all supreme, the living and the deaa. 

Cre. Be careful, then, my orders are obev'd. 

Cho. O, sir ! to younger hands commit the task. 

Ore. I have appointed some to watch the body. 

Oho. What then remains for us ? 

Ore. To see that none, 901 

By your connivance, violate the law. 

Cho. Scarce will the man be found so fond of 
death 
As to attempt it. 

Ore. Death is the reward 
Of him who dares it ; but ofttimes by hope 905 
Of sordid gain, are men betray'd to ruin. 

Enter Messenger. 

Mes. O, king ! I cannot boast that, hither sent, 
I came with speed, for oft my troubled thoughts 
Have driven me back : oft to myself I said, 
" Why dost thou seek destruction t Yet again 210 
If thou report it not, from other tongues 
Oreon must hear the tale, and thou wilt suffer." 
With doubts like these oppressed, slowly I came, 
And the short way seem'd like a tedious journey. 
At length I come, resolved to tell thee all : 915 

Whate'cr the event, I must submit to fate. 

Cre. Whence are thy fears, and why this hesi- 
tation ? 

Mes. First for myself; I merit not thy wrath ; 
It was not I, nor have I seen the man 
Who did the guilty deed. 

Ore. Something of weight 990 

Thou hast to impart, by this unusual care 
To^uard thee from our axi^er. 
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Mcs. Fear will come 

Where danger is. 

Ore. Speak, and thou hast thy pardon. 

Mes. The body of Polyhices some rash hand . 
Hath buried, scattered o'er his corpse the dust, 225 
And funeral rites performed. 

Cre. Who dared do this 1 

' Mes. 'Tis yet unknown : no mark of instrument 
Is left behind ; the earth still level all, 
Nor worn by track of chariot-wheel. The guard, 
Wlio watchxl that day, call it a miracle ; 230 

No tomb was raised ; light lay the scatter^ earth, 
As only meant to avoid the imputed curse ; 
Nor could we trace the steps of dog or beast 
Passing that way. Instant a tumult rose ; 
The guards accused each other ; naught was proved, 
But each suspected each, and all denied, 236 

Offering, in proof of innocence, to grasp 
The burning steel, to walk through fire, and take 
Their solemn oath they knew not of the deed. 
At length, one mightier than the rest proposed 240 
(Nor could we think of better means) that all 
Should be to thee discover'd : 'twas my lot 
To bring the unwelcome tidings ; aild I come 
To pour my news, unwilling, into ears 
Unwilling to receive it ; for I know 245 

None ever loved the messenger of iU. 

Cho. To me it seems as if the hand of Heaven 
Were in this deed. 

Cre. Be silent, ere my rage. 

Thou rash old man ! pronounce thee fool and dotard. 
Horrid suggestion ! think'st thou then the gods 250 
Take care of men like these ? Would they preserve 
Or honour him who came to bum their altars. 
Profane their rites, and trample on their laws ? 
Will they reward the bad t It cannot be : 
But well I know, the murmuring citizens 255 

Brook'd not our mandate, shook their heads in secret. 
And, ill-affected to me, would not stoop 
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Their haughty crests, or bend beneath my yoke : 

By hire corrupted, some of these hare dared 

The renturous deed. Gold is the worst of ills 860 

That ever plagued mankind ; this wastes our cities, 

Drives fortn their natives to a foreign soil. 

Taints the pure heart, and turns the virtuous mind 

To basest aeeds ; artificer of fraud 

Supreme, and source of every wickedness. 365 

The wretch, corrupted for this hateful purpose. 

Must one day suffer ; for, observe me well ; 

As I revere that Power by whom I swear. 

Almighty Jove ; if you conceal him from me. 

If to my eyes you do not bring the traitor, S70 

Know, death alone shall not suffice to jglut 

My vengeance : living shall you hauff m torments, 

Till you confess, till you have leam'd from me 

There is a profit not to be desired ; 

And own, dishonest gains have ruined more 375 

Than they have saved. 

Mbs. O king ! may I depart. 

Or wait thy farther orders 1 

Ore. Know*st thou not 

Thy speech is hateful ? Hence ! 

Mes. Wherefore, my lord? 

Cbe. Know you not why ? 

Mes. I but offend your ear ; 

They who have done the deed afflict your soul. 380 

Ore. Away ; thy talk but makes thy guilt appear. 

Mes. My loid, I did not do it. 

Ore. Thou hast sold 

Thy life for gain. 

Mes. 'Tis cruel to suspect me. 

Ore. Thou talk'st it bravely ; but remember alL 
Unless you do produce him, you shall find 385 

The miseries which on ill-got wealth await. [Exit. 

Mes. Would he were found ! that we must leave 
to fate. 
Be it as it may, I never will return. 
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Thus safe beyond my hopes, 'tis fit I pay 
My thanks to the land gods who have preserved me. 

[Exit. 

. CHORUS. 

stuophb I. 

8ince first this active world began, 291 

Nature is busy all in every part ; 
But, passing all in wisdom and in art, 
Superior shines inventive man ; 
Fearless of wintry winds and circling waves, 295 
He rides the ocean and the tempest braves : 
On him, unwearied Earth, with lavish hand, 
Immortal goddess ! all her bounty pours ; 
Patient beneath the rigid plough's command, 299 
Year after year she yields her plenteous stores. 

ANTISTROPHE I. 

To drive the natives of the wood 
From their rude haunts, or in the cruel snare 
To catch the winged inhabitants of air, 

Or trap the scaly brood ! 
To tame the fiery courser, yet unbroke 306 

With the hard rein, or to the untried yoke 
To bend the mountain bull, who, wfldly free. 

O'er the steep rocks had wander'd unconfin'd ; 
These are the arts of mortal industry. 
And such the subtle power of human kind. 310 

STROPHE n. 

By learning and fair science crown'd, 
Behold him now full fraught with wisdom's lore. 
The laws of nature anxious to explore. 
With depth of thought profound : 
But naught, alas ! can human wisdom see 315 

In theiiaikhosom of futurity^ 
'The power of Wisdom may awhile prevail, 

Awhile suspend a mortal's fleeting breath ; 
But never can her fruitless arts avail. 
To conquer fate, or stop the hand ot de^Voi. ^Gi^ 
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iLNTISTBOPHB U. « 

Man's ever active, changeful will, 
Sometimes to good shall bend his virtuous mind ; 
Sometimes behold him to foul deeds inclined, 
And prone to every ill. 
Who g:uiltles8 keeps the laws is still approved 335 
By every tongue, and by his country loved ; 
But he who doth not, from his native land 
A wretched exile, far, O ! far from me. 
May he be driven, by angry Heaven's commandy 
And live devote to shame and infamy ! 330 
Cho. Amazement ! can it be Antigone, 
Or do my eyes deceive me ? No, she comes. 
O wretched daughter of a wretched £ither ! 
Hast thou transgressed the laws, and art thou taken 
In this adventurous deed, unhappy maid 1 , ' 335 

Enter Antigoiqe and Guard. 

Guard. Behold the woman who hath done the 
deed; 
In the very act of burial we surprised her. 
Where is the king 1 

Cho. Retum'd as we could wish ; 

Ev^n now he comes this way. 

<^ < ^, 
Enter Creon. , . j't, vJ2 

Ore. Whom have we here ! 

Doth Justice smile upon us 1 

Guard. my lord ! 340 

Never should man too confident assert, 
Much less by oath should bind himself to aught ; 
For soon our judgments change, and one opinion 
Destroys another. By thy tmreats alarm'a. 
But now I vow'd I never would return : 345 

Yet, thus preserved beyond my hopes, I come, 
Bound by that duty which I owe to thee 
And to my country, to bring here this virgin. 
Whom, 08 she spnnkled o'er her brother's dust 
The varied irreath, we seized; the NvVV^n%\AsdL^b^ 
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Was mine, nor as of late by lot determinM. 
Receive her, then, king ! judge and condemn 
The guilty, as it best becomes thy wisdom ; 
Henceforth I stand acquitted. 

Orb. But say, how, . 

Where didst thou find her ? 

GuABO. To say all, Hwas she 355 

Who buried Polynices. 

Ore. Art thoif sure ? 

Guard. These eyes beheld her. 

Ore. But say, how discover'd ? 

Guard. Thus then it was : no sooner had I left 
thee, 
Than, mindful of thy wrath, with careful hands 
From off the putrid carcass we removed 360 

The scattered dust ; then, to avoid the stench^ 
Exhaling noisome, to a hill retired ; 
There watch'd at distance, till the mid-day sun 
Scorch'd o'er our heads : sudden a storm arose, 
Shook every leaf, and rattled through the grove, 365 
Filling the troubled element. We closed 
Our eyes, and patient bore the wrath of Heaven : 
At length the tempest ceased ; when we beheld 
This virgin issuing forth, and heard her cries 
Distressful, like the plaintive bird, who views 370 
The plundered nest, and mourns her ravishM young: 
Ev'n thus the maid, when on the naked corse 
She cast her eyes, loud shriek'd, and cursed the hand 
Hiat did the impious deed ; then sprinkled o'er 
The crumbled earth ; and from a brazen urn, • 375 
Of richest work, to the loved relics thrice 
Her due libations poured ; we saw, and straight 
Pursued her ; unappallM she seemed, and stifi, 
As we did question her, confessed it all. 
It pleased, and yet methought it grieved me too. 
To find ourselves released from Wo, is bliss 381 
Supreme ; but thus to see our friends unhappy, 
Imbitters all. I must be thankful still 
For my own safety, which I hold most dear. 
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Cre. Speak thou, who bend'st to earth thy droop- 
ing head: 386 
Dost thou deny the fact t 

Ant. Deny it ! no : 

Crk. [to the Guard.] Retire, for thou art free ; and 
now, [turning to AaTifioim. 

Be brief and tell me : heardst thou our decree t 

Ant. I did ; 'twas public : how could I avoid itt 

Crb. And darest thou, then, to disobey the law ? 

Ant. Ihadit not from Jove, nor the just gods 391 
Who rule below ; nor could I ever thmk 
A mortal^s law ojf power or strength sufficient 
To abrogate the unwritten law divine, 
Immutable, eternal, not like these 3M 

Of yesterday, but made ere time benn. 
Shall man persuade me, then, to violate 
Heaven's great commands, and make the gods my 

foes? 
Without thy mandate, death had one day come ; 
For who shall 'scape it ? and if now I fall 400 

A little sooner, 'tis the thing I wish. 
To those who live in misery, like me. 
Believe me, king ! 'tis happiness to die. 
Without remorse I shall embrace my fate ; 
But to my brother had I left the rites 405 

Of sepulture unpaid, I then indeed 
Had been most wretched. This to thee may seem 
Madness and folly ; if it be, 'tis fit 
I should act thus : it but resembles thee. 

Ore. Sprung from a sire perverse and obstinatey 
Like him, she cannot bend beneath misfortune : 411 
But know, the proudest hearts may be subdued. 
Hast thou not mark'd the hardest steel by fire 
Made soft and flexible ? Myself have seen 
By a slight rein the fiery courser held. 415 

'Tis not for slaves to be so haughty ; yet 
This proud offender, not content, it seems, 
To violate my laws, adds crime to crime ; 
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Smiles at my threats, and glories in her guilt. 
If I should suffer her to *scape my vengeance, 430 
She were the man, not I : but though she sprang 
Ey'n from my sister, were I bound to her 
fiy ties more dear than is Hercsean Jove, 
She shoiiU not 'scape : her sister too, I find 
Accomplice in the deed. 60, call her forth : 425 

[to OMofthe attendants. 
She is within ; I saw her raving there. 
Her senses lost ; the common fate of those 
Who pnutfiie daric and deadly wickedness. 

. * «'«^ [turning tp ANnooNS. 

I cannot hear to see the guilty stand 
ConTiotad of tha^ crimes, and yet pretend 430 
To gloss them o'er with specious names of virtue. 

Ajtt. I am thy captive ; thou wouldst hafii my 
life: 
Will that content thee ? 

Cbk. Yes, His all I wish. 

Am. Why this delay, then, when thou know'st 
my words 
To thee as hateful are as thine to me t 435 

Therefore despatch : I cannot live to do 
A deed more prions ; and so these would all 

[pointing to the Chorus, 
Confess, were not their tongues restrain'd by fear. 
It is the t3nrant's privilege, we know, 
To speak and act whatever he please uncensurM. 440 

Cre. Lives there another in the land of Thebes, 
Who thinks as thou dost? 

Aht. Yes, a thousand ; these. 

These think so too, but dare not utter it 

Cbc. Dost thou not blush t 

Akt. For whatt Why blush to pay 

A niter's dutyl 

438 Jupitor Hercaas, ao caUed from being the guardian of 
eTeiyinan*tpmate habitatian; in timee of war and calamitf 
altara ^ver9 ere<*lad to him»lo which the nnhsfpy fled as anaajr 
lum. 

Soi>#.— P 
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Crk. fiut, Eteocles, 445 

Say, was not he thy brother too ! 

Ajtt. He was. 

Cue. Why then thus reverence him who least 
deserved it ? 

Ant. Perhaps that brother thinks not so. 

Cbb. He must, 

If thou pay'st equal honour to them both. 

Airr. He was a brother, not a aLare. 

Cbe. One fought 450 

Against that country which the other saved. 

AnT. But equal death the rights of sepulture 
Decrees to both. 

Ore. What ! reverence alike 

The guilty and the innocent \ 

Ant. Perhi^ 

The gods below esteem it just. 

Crb. a foe, 456 

Though dead, should as a foe be treated still. 

Ant. My love shall go with thine, but not my 
hate. 

Ore. Go, then, and love them in the tomb ; but 
know, 
No woman rules in Thebes while Creon lives. 

Cbo. Lo ! at the portal stands the fair Ismene ; 
Tears in her lovely eyes, a cloud of grief 461 

Sits on her brow, wetting her beauteous cheek 
With pious sorrow for a sister's fate. 

Enter Ismene. 

Ore. Come forth ! thou serpent ! little did I think 
That I had nourish'd two such deadly foes, 465 
To suck my blood, and cast me from my throne. 
What sayest thou ? Wert thou accomplice in the 

deed, 
Or wilt thou swear that thou art innocent t 

Ibm. I do acknowledge it, if «h.e permit me, 
I was accomplice, and l\ie cxvn\^ '^«& \oaxa. ^i:ift 
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Ant. Tis false ; thou didst refuse, nor would I 
hold 
Communion with thee. 

IflM. But in thy misfortunes 

Let me partake, my sister ! let me be 
A fellow-sufferer with thee. 

Ant. Witness, Death, 

And ye infernal ffods ! to which belongs 475 

The great, the glorious deed. I do not love 
These friends in word alone. 

Ism. Antigone ! 

Do not despise me ; I but ask to die 
With thee, and pay due honours to the dead. 

Ant. Pretend not to a merit which thou hast not. 
Live thou ; ii is enough for me to perish. 481 

Ism. But what is life without thee ? 

Ant. Ask thy friend 

And patron there. [pointing to Creon, 

Ism. Why that unkmd reproach. 

When thou shouldst rather comfort me ? . 

Ant. Alas! 

It gives me pain, when I am forced to speak 485 
So bitterly against thee. 

IsM. Is there augfat 

That I can do to save thee t 

Ant. Save thyself : 

i shall not envy thee. 

inM. And will you not 

Pernnt me then to share your fate ? 

Ant. Thy choice 

Was life ; *«is mine to die. 

ItM. I told thee oft 490 

It would be tik. 

Ant. Thou didst, and wasHnot well 

Thus to M61 iky prophecy 1 

Ism. The crime 

Was mutual, ratltual be the puniahmeul. 

Ant, Fear no{: thy life is safe ; YwlX m\i» Vso% 

Devoted to the dead. 
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Cbe. Both seem deprired '48ft 

Of reason ; one, indeed, was ever thus. 

Ism. O king! the mind doth seldom keep hffir 
seat, 
When^mik heneath misfortuies. 

Ore. Smik indeed 

Thou wert in wretchedness to join with her. 

Ism. But what is life without Antigone ? 500 

Ore. Then think not of it ; for she is no more. 

Ism. Wouldst thou destroy thy son's long-destin'd 
wifet 

Ore. O ! we shall find a fitter hride. 

Ism. Alas ! 

He will not think so. 

Cre. Ill not wed my son 

To a base woman. 

Ant. O, my dearest Hsemon ! 505 

And is it thus thy father doth disgrace thee t 

Ore. Such an alliance were as hateful to me 
As is thyself. 

Ism. Wilt thou then take her from him t 

Ore. Their nuptials shall be finished by death. 

Ism. She then must perish ? 

Ore. So must you and I. 510 

Therefore no more delay : go, take them hence ; 
Confine them both : henceforth they shall not stir. 
When death is near at hand, the bravest fly. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

Thrice happy they whose days in pleasure flow ; 
Who never taste the bitter cup of wo : 515 

For when the wrath of Heaven descends 
On some devoted house, there foul iisgrace, 

With Grief and all her train, attends, 
And shame and sorrow overwhela the wretched 
race ; 519 

Ev'n as the Thracian sea, when vex'd with storms. 
While darkness hangs incumbent o'er the deep, 



ANTIOON&r— ACT U. 173 

When the black North the troubled scene deforms, 
And the black sands in rapid whirlwinds sweep ; 
The groaning waves beat on the trembling shore, 
And echoing hills rebellow to the roar. 525 

ANTI8TB0PHE I. 

O Labdacns 1 thy house must perish all. 
Ev'n now I see the stately ruin fall ; 
Shame heapM on shame, and ill on ill. 

Disgrace and never-ending woes ; 
Some angry god pursues thee stiU, 530 

Nor grants or safety or repose : 
One fair and lovely branch unwithered stood. 

And braved the inclement skies ; 
But Pluto comes, inexorable ^od ! 

She sinks, she raves, she dies. 53ft 

STROPHE u. 

Shall man below control the gods above t 
Or human pride restrain the power of Joyet 
Whose eyes by all-subduing sleep 

Are never clos'd, as feeble mortals' are ; 
But still their watchful vigils keep 540 

Through the large circle of the eternal year. 
Great lord of all, whom neither time nor age. 

With envious stroke, can weaken or decay ; 
He who alone the future can presage. 

Who knows alike to-morrow as to-day ; 545 

While wretched man is doomM, by Heaven's decree. 
To toil and pain, to sin and misery. 

ANTISTROPRE O. 

Ofttinies the flatterer Hope, that joy inspires, 
FiUs the proud heart of man with fond desires. 
He. careless traveller, wanders still 560 

Through life, unmindful of deceit ; 
Nor dreads the danger till he feel 

The burning sands beneath his feet. 
When Heaven impels to guUt tiie maddening mind, 

Then good like ill appears ; 555 

And vice, for universal hate designed. 

The face of virtue wears. flBrctMl. 

pa 
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ACT in. 



CREON, UMMOVf CHORUS. 

Cho. Bchold, O king ! thy youngest hope aifMtt; 
The noble Haepnon ; lost in grief he setnUi 
Weeping the fate of poor Antiffone. 500 

Crb. He cmnes, and better than a prophet, soon 
. Shall we divine his inmost thoughts. My spn, 
Oom'st thou, well knowing our decree, to mourn 
Thy promised bride, and angry to dispute 
A father's will ; or, whatsoe'er we do 5^ 

Still to hold best, and pay obedience to us 1 

Hmm. My father, I am thine ; do thou command, 
Aiid'I in all things shall obey : His fit 
My promised nuptial rites give place to thee. 

Ore. It will become thee with obedience thus 
To bear thee ever, and in every act 571 

To yield submissive tq a father's will. 
'Tis therefore, O my son ! that men do pray 
For children, who with kind officious duty 
May guard their helpless age, resist their foes, 575 
And, like their parents, love their parents' friend : 
But he who gets a disobedient child. 
What doth he get but misery and wo ? 
His enemies will laugh the wretch to scorn. 
Take heed, my son, thou yield not up thy reason, 
In hopes of pleasure from a worthless woman ; 581 
For cold is the embrace of impious love. 
And deep the wounds of false, dissembled friendship. 
Hate, then, thy bitterest foe, despise her arts, 
And leave her to be wedded to the tomb. 585 

Of all the city, her alone I found 
Rebellious ; but I have her, nor shall Thebes 
Say I'm a liar ; I pronounced her fate, 
And she must perish : let her caU on Jove, 
Who guards the rites of kindred, and the ties 500 
Of nature ; for if those by blood united 
Transgress the lavs, I hold myself more near 
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Ey*n to a stranger : who in private life 
Is jast and good, will to his country too 
Be faithful ever ; but the man who, proud 695 

And fierce of soul, contemns authority, 
Despiseth justice, and o'er those who rule 
Wonild have dominion, such shall never gm 
The applauding voice of Creon. He wne, 
Whom the consenting citizens approve, 000 

The acknowledged sovereign^ snould in all com- 
mand; 
Just or unjust his laws, in things of great 
Or little import ; — whatsoe'er he bids, 
A subject is not to dispute his will ; 
He knows alike to rule and to obey ; 009 

And in the day of battle will maintain 
The foremost rank, his coimtry's best defence. 
Rebellion is the worst of human ills : 
This ruins kingdoms, this destroys the peace 
Of noblest families, this wages war, 610 

And puts the brave to flight ; while fair obedience 
Keeps all in safety : to preserve it, ever 
Should be a king's first care. We will not yield 
To a weak woman : if we must submit, 
At least we will be conquered by a man, 615 

Nor by a female arm thus fall inglorious. 

H^M. Wisdom, my father, is the noblest gift 
That gods bestow on man, and better far 
Than all his treasures : what thy judgment deems 
Most fit I cannot, would not reprehend. 620 

Others, perhaps, might call it wrong ; for me. 
My duty only bids me to inform you 
If aught be done or said that casts reproach 
Or blame on you. Such terror would thy looks 
Strike on the low plebeian, that he dare not 695 
Say aught unpleasmg to thee : be it mine 
To tell thee, then, what I of late have heard 
In secret whisper'd. Your afflicted people 
United mourn the unhappy virgin's fate 
Unmerited, most wretcned of her sex, 630 
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To die for deeds of such distinguish'^ rirtue ; 

For that she would not let a brother lie 

Unburied, to the dogs and birds a prey. 

*< Was it not rather," say the murm'nng crowd; , 

" Worthy of golden honours and fair praise ?** ffi§ 

Such are their dark and secret discontents. 

Thy welfare and thy happiness alone ^ 

Are all my wish : what can a child desire - 

More than a father's honour ? or a father 

More than a child's ? O ! do not then retain 640 

Thy will, and still believe no sense but thine 

Can judge aright : the man who proudly thinks . 

None but himself or eloquent or wise, 

By time betray'd, is branded for an idiot. " 

True wisdom will be ever glad to learn, 645 

And not too fond of power. Observe the trees, 

That bend to wintr)[ torrents ; how their boughs 

Unhurt remain ; while those that brave the storm, 

Uprooted torn, shall wither and decay. 

The pilot, whose unslackened sail defies 650 

Contending winds, with shattered bark pursues ' 

His dangerous course. Then mitigate thy wrath, 

My father, and give way to sweet repentance. 

If to my youth be aught of judgment given. 

He who by knowledge and true wisdom's rules 655 

Guides every action, is the first of men: 

But since to few that happiness is given, 

The next is he who, not too proud to learn. 

Follows the counsels of the wise and good. 

Cho. O king ! if right the youth advise, 'tis fit 
That thou shouldst listen to him ; so to thee 661 
Should he attend, as best may profit both. 

Orb. And have we lived so long then, to be taught 
At last our duty by a boy like thee ? 

Hjsm. Young though I am, 1 still may judge aright: 
Wisdom in action lies, and not in years. 666 

Orb. Call you it wisdom then to honour those 
Who disobey the laws ? 
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Hjch. /■ ^ would not have thee 

Protect thf^ic^ed. ^ ^ ^ ^ ., 
Q^g, . Is she not most guilty % 

U^i^^fhebes doth not think her so. 
Ce9^ ^^^^ Thebes prescribe 670 

To Oreoia's will 1 
"Rmm, How weakly dost thou talk ! 

QfOf Am I king here, or shall another reign ? 
HiiM* 'Tis not a city where but one man rules. 
fBLE, The city is the king^s. 
H-fiM. Go by thyself then, 

^nd rule henceforth o*er a deserted land. 675 

Ore. [to the Chorus] He pleads the woman's cause. 
Hjem. If thou art she, 

I do ; for, O ! I speak but for thy sake ; 
My care is all for thee. 

Ore. Abandoned wretch ! 

Dispute a father's will ? 

Ham. I see thee err. 

And therefore do it. 

Obb. Is it then a crime 680 

To guard my throne and rights from violation ? 
Hjbm. He cannot guard them who contemns the 
gods, 
And violates their laws. 

Cre. 01 thou art worse, 

More impious ev'n than she thou hast defended. 
HiEM. Naught have I done to merit this reproof. 
Ore. Hast thou not pleaded for her % 686 

HiEM. No; for thee, 

And for myself; for the infernal gods. 
Ore. But know she shall not live to be thy wife. 
Hjsm. Then she must die : another too may fall. 
Ore. Ha ! dost thou threaten me ? Audacious 
traitor ! 690 

Ham. What are my threats 1 Alas ! thou heed'st 

them not. 
Ore. That thou Shalt see ; thy insolent instruction 
Shall cost thee dear. 
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Hjcm. But, for thou a^-my father, 

Now would I say thy senses were imp^^d. 

Crs. Think not to make we thus thy^^ ^q^ 
laughter, ^ ^95 

Thou woman's slave ! 

RsM. Still wouldst thou speak tkyself 

And never listen to the voice of truth : 
Such is thy will. 

Cue. Now, by Olympus here 

I swear, thy vile reproaches shall not pass 
Unpunish'd : call her forth : before her bridegroom 

[to one of the attendant. 
She shall be brought, and perish in his sight. 701 

Hmm, These eyes shsul never see it: let the 
slaves 
Who fear thy rage, submit to it ; but know, 
'Tis the last time thou shalt behold thy son. 

[Exit Ja4Bfnon, 

Cho. Sudden in anger fled the youth. O king ! 
A mind oppressed like his is desperate. 706 

Cre. WTiy, let him go ; and henceforth better 
learn 
Than to oppose me : be it as it may. 
Death is their portion, and he shall not save them. 

Cho. Must they both die then ? 

Cre. No ; 'tis well advised : 

Ismene lives ; but for Antigone, — 711 

Cho. O king ! what death is she decreed to suffer ^ 

Ore. Far from the hands of men I'll have her led, 
And in a rocky cave beneath the earth, 
Buried alive ; with her a little food, 715 

Enough to save the city from pollution : 
There let her pray the only god she worships 
To save her from this death : perhaps he will ; 
Or if he doth not, let her learn how vain 
It is to reverence the powers below. [Extt Crecn. 



r* 



ANTIGONE. ACT III. 179 

CHORUS. 
VTROPHB I. 

Mighty power, all powers above ! 721 

Great unconquerable Love ! 

Thou who liest in dimple sleek, 

On the tender virgin's cheek ;— 

Thee the rich and great obey ; 735 

Every creature owns thy sway. 

O'er the wide earth and o'er the main 

Extends thy universal reign ; 

All thy maddening influence know, 

Gods above and men below : 730 

All thy powers resistless prove. 

Great unconquerable Love ! 

ANTIBTROPHS I. 

Thou canst lead the just astray 
From wisdom and from virtue's way : 
The ties of nature cease to bind, 735 

When thou disturb'st the captive mind. 
Behold, enslaved by fond desire, 
The youth contemns his aged sire ; 
Enamour'd of his beauteous maid. 
Nor laws nor parents are obey'd : 740 

Thus Venus wills it from above. 
And great, unconquerable Love. 
Cho. Ev'n I, beyond the common bounds of grief. 
Indulge my sorrows ; and from these sad eyes 
Fountains of tears will flow, when I behold 745 
Antigone, unhappy maid, approach 
The bed of death, and hasten to the tomb» 

Enter Antioonx. 

Ant. Farewell, my friends ! my countrymen, fare- 
well ! 
Here on her last sad journey you behold 
The poor Antigone ; for never more 750 

Shall I return, or view the light of day. 
The hand of death conducts me to the shAtQ^ 
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Of dreary .icheron ; no nuptial song 

Reservec^^or me, the wretched bride alone 

Of Plut^ niow, and wedded to t^ie tomb. 755 

Ch^« Be it thy glory still, that by the sword 
Thoi fall'st not, nor the slow-consuming hand 
Of foul distemperature ; but, far distinguished 
>lbove thy sex, and to thyself a law, 
Doom'st thy own death : so shall thy honour live, 760 
And future ages renerate thy name. 

Ant. Thus Tantalus' unhappy daughter fell, 
The Phrygian Niobe : high on the top 
Of towering Sipylus, the rock enfolds her, 
Ev'n as the ivy twines her tendrils round 765 

The lofty oak : there still (as Fame reports) 
To meltmg showers and everlasting snow 
Obvious she stands, her beauteous bosom wet 
With tears, that from her ever-streaming eyes 
Incessant flow ; her fate resembles mine. 770 

Cho. a goddess she, and from a goddess sprung: 
We are but mortal, and of mortals born. 
To meet the fate of gods thus in thy life. 
And in thy death, O ! 'tis a glorious doom. 

Ant. Alas ! thou mock'st me. Why, while yet I 
live, 775 

Wouldst thou afflict me with reproach like this 1 
O my dear country, and my dearer friends. 
Its bless'd inhabitants, renowned Thebes ! 
And ye, Dircsean fountains ! you I call 
To witness that I die by laws unjust ; 780 

To my deep prison unlamented go, 
To my sad tomb, no fellow-sufferer there 
To sooth my woes, the living or the dead. 

Cao. Rashness like thine must meet with such re- 
ward: 
A father's crimes, I fear, lie heavy on thee. 785 

Ant. O, thou hast touched my worst of miseries! 
My father's fate, the woes of all our house, 
The wretched race of Labdacus, renown'd 
For its Husfortunoft ! O, the fluU^ bed 
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Of those from whom I sprang ! unhappy offspring 

Of parents most unhappy ! Lo ! to them 701 

I go accursed ; a virgin and a slave. 

O my poor brother ! most unfortunate 

Were thy sad nuptials ; they have slain thy sister. 

Cho. Thy piety demands our praise ; but know. 
Authority is not to be despised : 790 

'Twas thy own rashness brought destruction on thee 

Ant. Thus friendless, unlamented must I tread 
The destined path, no longer to behold 
Your sacred light, and none shall mourn my fate. 800 

Enter Orson. 

Cbb. Know ye not, slaves like her to death de- 
voted 
Would never cease their wailings ? Wherefore is it 
You thus delay to execute my orders ? 
Let her be carried instant to the cave, 
And leave her there alone, to live, or die. 805 

Her blood rests not on us ; but she no longer 
Shall breathe on earth. [Eadt Creon, 

Ant. O dreadful marriage-bed ! 

O my deep dungeon ! my eternal home. 
Whither I go to join my kindred dead ! 
For not a few hath fell Persephone 810 

Already taken ; to her I go, the last 
And most unhappy, ere my time was come ; 
But still I have sweet hope 1 shall not go 
Unwelcome to my father ; nor to thee, 
My mother. Dear to thee, Eteocles, 816 

Still shall I ever be : these pious hands 
WashM your pale bodies, and adomM you both 
With rites sepulchral, and libations due. 
And thus, my Polynrces ! for my care 
Of thee am I rewarded; and the good 8dO 

7^ Polynkes married the dan^fbter of Adrasttis, who. m da- 
ftDce of his 8on-in4aw, lod hia Argians against Thebes : thus \qb 
marriage was the cauae of his death, and the decree against An- 
tigbna co n seqoeot ott it 
SvjPii.— Q 
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• 

Alone shall praise me. For a husband dead, 

Nor, had I been a mother, for my children, 

Would I have dared to violate the laws : 

Another husband and another child 

Might sooth affliction ; but, my parents dead, 825 

A brother's loss could never be repaired ; 

And therefore did I dare the venturous deed, 

And therefore die by Creon's dread command. 

Ne'er shall 1 taste of Hymen's joys, or know 

A mother's pleasures in her infant race ; 830 

But, friendless and forlorn, alive descend 

Into the dreary mansions of the dead. 

And how have I offended the just gods ? 

But wherefore call on them? Will they protect 

me, 
When thus I meet with the reward of ill 835 

For doing good ? If this be just, ye gods ! 
If I am guilty, let me suffer for it : 
But if the cnme be theirs, O ! let them feel 
That weight of misery they have laid on me ! 

Cho. The storm continues, and her angry soul 
Still pours its sorrows forth. 841 

Enter Creon. 

Ore. The slaves shall suffer 

For this delay. 

Ant. Alas ! death cannot be 

Far from that voice. 

Cre. I would not have thee hope 

A moment's respite. 

Ant. O my country's gods ! 

And thou, my native Thebes ! I leave you now. 845 
Look on me, princes ; see the last of adl 
My royal race ; see what I suffer ; see 
From whom I bear it ; — from the worst of men, 
Only because I did delight in virtue. lExU 



ANTIOONI.— ACT IXL 188 

CHORUS. 
8TR0PHX I. 

Remember wfaat fair Danae endured, 850 

Condemned to change heaven's cheerflil light 

For scenes of horror and of night, 
Within a brazen tower long time immured : 
Yet was the maid of noblest race, 
And honoured ev^n with Joves embrace. 856 
But, O ! when fate decrees a mortal's wo, 
Naught can reverse the doom, or stop the blow. 
Nor heaven above, nor earth and seas below. 

▲NTISTROPHE I. 

The Thracian monarch, Dryas' hapless son, 
ChainM to a rock, in torment lay, 860 

And breathed his angry soul away, 
By wrath misguided, and by pride undone ; 
Taught by the offended god to know 
From foul reproach what evils flow : 
For he the rites profaned with slanderous tongue ; 
The holv flame he quench^, disturb^ the song, 866 
And waged to wrath the Muses' tuneful throng. 

STROPHE n. 

His turbid waves, where Salmydessus rollM 

And proud Cyanea's rocks divide the flood, 860 

There from thy temple. Mars ! didst thou behold 
The sons of Phineus weltering in their blood. 

850 Acrisiiis, king of the Ar^yes, having been warned by an 
oracle that he should be slain by his grandson, shut up his 
daughter Danae in a brazen tower ; Jupiter, however, according 
to the poets, gained access to her, by transforming himself into ) 
a golden shower. 

850 Lycurgus, king of Thrace, for contemning or distnibuig 
the rttes of Bacchus, was chained to a rock, where he perishe£ 

868 Salmydessus was a river in Thrace, near which was a 
temple dedicated to Mars. The Cyaneas were two rocks, or 
s^Biall islands, near the Thracian Bospliorus. 

S71 Plexippus and Pandion, whose eyes were put out br theft 
etepmother Ittea, the wife of Phineus, after the death of their 
own mother Cleopatra, the daughter of Boreas and Orithyiit 
whose £ite is alluoed to in the latter part of the ode. 
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A mother did the cruel deed ; 

A mother bade her children bleed : 
Both, by her impious hand deprived of light. 
In Vain lamented long their ravishM sight, 876 

And closed their eyes in never-ending night. 

ANTISTROPHE H. 

Long time they wept a better mother's fate, 

Unhappy offspring of a luckless bed ! 
Yet nobly born, and eminently great 
Was she, and 'mid sequester*d caverns bred ; 880 i 
Her father's angry storms among, 
Daughter of gods, from Boreas sprung. 
Equal in swiftness to the bounding steed, 
$he skimm'd the mountains with a courser's speed; 
Yet was the nymph to death and misery decree. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

TIRE8IA8, GUIDE, CREON, CHORUS. 

Tni. Princes of Thebes ! behold, conducted hither 
By my gentle guide (such is the blind man's fate), 
Tiresias comes. 

Cre. venerable prophet ! 

What hast thou to impart ? 

TiR. I will inform thee 

Observe, and be obedient. 

Ore. Have I not 890 

Been ever so ? 

TiR. Thou hast ; and therefore Thebes 

Hath flourish'd still— 

Cre. By thy protecting hand. 

TiR. Therefore be wise ; for know, this very hour 
Is the important crisis of thy fate. 

886 The name of princes among the Greeks was given, not 
only to sovereigns, but frequently to the principal and moet 
JiioDOurable members of the commonwealth. Tiresias, we see, 

complimenta the ancient citiiens of Thebes, who composed ths 

chorus, with this title. 
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Cas. Speak, then, what is it 1 How I dread thy 

words ! 
TiR. When thou hast heard the portents which 

my art 
But now discoverM, thou wilt see it all. 
Know, then, that sitting on my ancient throne 
Augurial, whence each divination comes, 
Sudden a strange unusual noise was heard 900 

Of birds, whose loud and barbarous dissonance 
I knew not how to interpret : by the sound 
Of clashing wings, I could discover well 
That with their bloody claws they tore each other. 
Amazed and fearful, instantly 1 tried, 906 

On burning altars holy sacrifice ; 
When, from the victim, lo ! the sullen flame 
Aspired not ; smotherM in the ashes, still 
Laid the moist f esh, and, rolPd in smoke, repelled 
The rising fire ; while from their fat the thighs 910 
Were separate : all these signs of deadly omen, 
Boding dark vengeance, did I learn from him. 

[pointing to the guide. 
He is my leader, king ! and I am thine. 
Then mark me well ; from thee these evils flow ; 
From thy unjust decree ; our altars all 916 

Have been polluted by the unhallowM food 
Of birds and dogs, that prey'd upon the corse 
Of wretched (Edipus' unhappy son ; 
Nor will the gods accept our ofler'd prayers, 
Or from our hands receive the sacrifice : 990 

No longer will the birds send forth their sounds 
Auspicious, fattened thus with human blood. 
Consider this, my son ! and, O ! remember, 
To err is human ; 'tis the comm>>n lot 
Of frail mortality : and he alone 996 

Lb wise and happy, who, when ills are done^ 
Persists not, but would heal the wound he made ; 
But self-sufficient obstinacy ever 
Is folly's utmost height. Where is the glory 
To slay the 8lain> or persecute the dead 1 QSO 

Q9 
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I 

1 wish thee well, and therefore have epoke thus: 
When those who love advise, His sweet to learn. 

Ckc. I know, old man, I am the general mark. 
The butt of all, and you all aim at me : 
For me, I know, your prophecies were made, 085 
And I am sold to this detested race ; 
Betray'd to them. But make your gains ; go, pur 

chase 
Your ;Sardian amber, and your Indian gold ; 
They shall not buy a tomb for Polynices : 
No, should the eagle seek him for his food, 94d 

And, towering, bear him to the throne of Jove, 
1 would not bury him ; for well I know, 
The gods by mortals cannot be polluted ; 
But the best men, by sordid gaih corrupt. 
Say all thaf s ill, and fall beneath the lowest. 045 

TiR- Who knows this, or who dare accuse us 
ofitt 

Cke. What meanest thou by that question? Ask'st 
thou who 1 

TiR. How far is wisdom beyond every good 1 

Cre. As far as folly beyond every ill. 

TiR. That's a distemper thou'rt afflicted with. 950 

Cre. m not revile a prophet. 

TiR. But thou dost ; 

Thou'lt not believe. 

Cre. Your prophetic race 

Are lovers all of gold. 

TiR. Tjnrants are so, 

Howe'er ill gotten. 

Cre. Know'st thou His a king 

Thou'rt talking thus to t 

TiR. Yes, I know it well ; 955 

A king, who owes to me his country's safety. 

Cre. Thou*rt a wise prophet, but thou art unjust 

TiR. Thou wilt oblige me then to utter that 
Which I had purposed to conceal. 
, Cre. - Speak out ; 

Hay what thou wilt, but eay it not for hire. 000 
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Tm. Thus may it seem to thee. 

€r«. But know, old maii» 

I am not to be sold. 

TiR. Remember this : 

Not many days shall the bright sun perform 
His stated course, ere, sprung from thy own loins, 
Thyself shall yield a victim : in thy turn, 965 

Thou too Shalt weep, for that thy cruel sentence 
Decreed a guiltless virgin to the tomb, 
And kept on earth, unmindful of the gods, 
Ungraced, unburied, an unhallowM corse 
Which not to thee, nor to the gods above 970 

Of right belonged ; 'twas arbitrary power. 
But the avenging Furies lie conceaPd ; 
The ministers of death have spread the snare, 
And with like woes await to punish thee. 
Do I say this from hopes of promised gold ? . 975 
Pass but little time, and thou shalt hear 
The shrieks of men ; the women's loud laments. 
O'er all thy palace ; see the offended people 
Together rage ; thy cities all by dogs 
And beasts and birds polluted, and the stench 980 
Of filth obscene on every altar laid. 
Thus from my angry soul have I sent forth 
Its keenest arrows (for thou hast provoked me) ; 
Nor shall they fly in vain, or thou escape 
The destined blow. Now, boy, conduct me home : 
On younger heads the tempest of his rage 086 

Shall fall ; but, henceforth, let him learn to speak 
*' In humbler terms, and bear a better mind. 

[Exit Tiresias, 

Cho. He's gone, and dreMBul were his prophe- 
cies : ' 989 

Since these gray hairs were o'er my, temple spread, 
Nau^t from these lips hath flow'd but sacred truth. 

. 970 The heathen deities were diTided into the gods shore, and 
Ale flods below ; to the latter of these belonged the care of the 
dead, whom CreoQ had dEBodedbynafoaingbiinaliothecoi^a* 
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Cbc. I know there hath not, and am troubled 
much 
For the event : His grating to submit ; 
And yet the mind, spite of itself, must yield 
In such distress. 

Cho. SonofMenfficeus! now 096 

Thou need^st most counsel. 

Ore. What wouldst thou advise f 

I will obey thee. 

Cho. Set the virgin free, 

And let a tomb be raised for Polynices. 

Ore. And dost thou counsel thus ? and most I yield? 

Cho. Immediately, O king : for vengeance falls 
With hasty footsteps on the guilty head. 1001 

Crb. I cannot, yet I must reverse the sentience : 
There is no stniggiing with necessity. 

Cho. Do it thyself, nor trust another hand. 

Cre. 1 will ; and you, my servants, be prepared ; 
Each with his axe quick hasten to the place. 1006 
Myself (for thus I have resolved) will go, 
And the same hand that bound shall set her free ; 
For, O ! I fear 'tis wisest still through life 
To keep our ancient laws, and follow virtue. 1010 

chorus. ^ 

strophe I. 
Bacchus, by various names to mortals known. 

Fair Semele's illustrious son ! 

Offspring of thunder-bearing Jove, 
Who honor'st famed Italia with thy love ! 
W^ho dweirst where erst the dragon's teeth were 
strow'd, 1016 

Or where Ismenus pours his gentle flood ; 
Who dost o'er Ceres' hallow'd rites preside. 
And at thy native Thebes propitious still reside. 

ANTI8TR0PHE I. 

^ Where famed Parnassus' forked hills uprise. 

To thee ascends the sacrifice ; 1080 
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Corycia's nymphs attend below, 
ttniiile from Castalia*s fount fresh waters flow . 
O'er Nysa's mountains wreaths of ivy twine, 
And mix their tendrils with the clustering yine : 
Around their master crowd the virgin throng, 10S5 
And praise the god of Thebes in never-dying song. 

STROPHE II. 

Happiest of cities, Thebes ! above the rest 

By Semele and Bacchus blessed ! 
O ! visit now thy once beloved abode t 
! heal our woes, thou kind, protecting god ! 1030 
From steep Parnassus, or the £ub<Ban sea, 
With smiles auspicious come, and bring with thee 
Health, ]«ry, and peace, and fair prosperity. 

- ■ ' ANTISTROPHE II. 

Immortal leader of the maddening choir, 
Whose torches blaze with unextinguished Are ! 1035 
Great son of Jove, who guid^st the tuneful throng, 
Thou, who presidest o'er the nightly song. 
Come with thy Naxian maids, a festive train, 
Who, wild with joy, and raging o'er the plain, 1039 
For thee the dance prepare, to thee devote the strain. 

[Exeunt 

ACT V. 

MESSENGER, CHORUS. 

Mes. Ye race of Cadmus, sons of ancient Thebes, 
Henceforth no state of human life by me 
Shall be or valued or despised ; for all 

1021 The Muses, so called from Coiycium, at the foot of Moant 
Parnassus. 

1023 Parnassus is described by the poets as having two tops ; 
one called Cirrba, sacred to Apollo ; the o^er Nysa, sacreci to 
Biechus ; there was also a city in Arcadia of this name, where 
Bacchus was nursed. 

1038 Nazoe was one of the Cyclades, islands in the Archipe- 
lago, £unous for its vines : of the nymphs of Naxos, it is reported, 
tfait they ran wild and frantic about the woods, with each a torch, 
or thyisus, in her hand, singing the praises of Baochns. 
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Depends on fortune : she exalts the low, 

And casts the mighty down : the fate of men 1045 

Can never be foretold. There was a time, 

When Creon lived in envied happiness ; . 

Ruled o*er renowned Thebes, which from her foes 

He had delivered, with successful power ; 

Bless'd in his kingdom,.in his chilaren bless^d^ 1050 

He stretchM o'er all his universal sway :— 

Now all is gone : when pleasure is no more 

Man then is but an animated corse, 

Nor can be said to live : he may be rich, 

Or decked with regal honours : but if joy 1055 

Be absent from him, if he tastes them not, 

'Tis useless grandeur all, and empty shade. 

Cho. Touching our royal master, bring'st thou 
news 
Of sorrow to us ? 

Mes. They are dead ; and those 

Who live, the dreadful cause. 

Cho. Quick, tell us who 1060 

The slayer and the slain. 

Mes. Haemon is dead. 

Cho. Dead I by what hand, his father's or his ownl 

Mes. Enraged, and grieving for his murder'd love. 
He slew himself ! 

Cho. O prophet ! thy predictions 

Were but too true. 

Mes. Since thus it be, His fit 1065 

We should consult : our present state demands it. 

Cho. But see, Eurydice, the wretched wife 
Of Creon, comes this way : or chance hath brought her* 
Or Hsmon's hapless fate hath reached her ear. 

Enter Eurydice. 

Eur. citizens ! as to Minerva*s fane 1070 

Ev'n now I went to pay my vows, the doors 
I burst, and heard imperfectly the sound 
Of most disastrous news, which touch'd me near : 
Breathless I fell amid the virgin throng, 
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And now I come to know the dreadful truth. 1075 
"Whate'er it be, Til hear it now ; for, O ! 
I am no stranger to calamity. 

Mes. Then mark, my mistress ! I will tell thee all, 
Nor will I pass a circumstance unmentionM. 
Should I deceive thee with an idle tale, 1080 

'Twere soon discovered ; truth is always best : 
Know, then, I followed Creon to the field, 
Where, torn by dogs, the wretched carcass lay 
Of Polynices ; first to Proserpine 
And angry Pluto, to appease their wrath, 1085 

Our humble prayers addressing, there we laved 
In the pure stream the body ; then with leaves 
Fresh gatherM covering, burned his poor remains. 
And on the neighbouring turf a tomb upraised ; 
Then towards the virgin's rocky cave advanced, 1090 
When, from the dreadful chamber a sad cry, 
As from afar, was heard : a servant ran 
To tell the king ; and still, as we approached. 
The sound of sorrow, from a voice unknown 
And undistinguished, issued forth. '' Alas !" 1095 
Said Creon, '* am I then a faithful prophet 1 
And do I tread a more unhappy path 
Than e'er I went before 1 It is my son ; 
1 know his voice : but get ye to the door, 
My servants, close ; look through the stony heap ; 
Mark if it be so. Is it Hsemon's voice V 1101 

Again he cried ; " or have the gods deceived me 1" 
Thus spoke the king : we, to our mournful lord 
Obedient, look'd, and saw Antigone 
Down in the deepest hollow of the cave 1105 

By her own vestments hung ; close by her side 
The wretched youth, embracing in his arms 
Her lifeless corse, weeping his father's crime. 
His ravish'd bride, and horrid nuptial bed. 
Creon beheld, and loud, approacning, cried ; — 1110' 
' What art thou doing t What's thy dreadful purpose ? 
What means my son? come forth, my Haemon, come ; 
Hiy father begs thed." With indignant eye, 
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The 3routh lookM up, nor scorafol deign'd an answer^ , 
But silent drew his sword, and with fell rage 1111 
Struck at his father, who by flight escaped 
The blow ; then on himself bent all his wrath: 
Full in his side the weapon fix*d ; but still. 
While life remain'd, on the soft bosom hung 
Of the dear maid, and his last spirit breathed 1190 
O'er her pale cheek, discolor^ with his blood. 
Thus lie the wretched pair, in death united, 
And celebrate their nuptials in the tomb ; 
To future times a terrible example 
Of the sad woes which rashness ever brings. 1185 

[Exit Eurydice. 

Cho. What can this mean ? She's gone, without 
a word. 

Mes. 'Tis strange ! and yet I trust she will not 
loud 
Proclaim her griefs to all ; but (for I know 
She's ever prudent), with her virgin train. 
In secret weep her murder'd Hsemon's fate. 1130 

Cho. Clamour, indeed were vain ; but such deep 
silence 
Doth ever threaten horrid consequence. 

Mes. Within we soon shall know, if aught she 
hide 
Of deadly purport in her angry soul : 1134 

For well thou say'st her silence is most dreadful. 

[Exit Messenger. 

Cho. But, lo ! the king himself; and in his arms 
See his dead son, the monument accursed 
Of his sad fate, which, may we say unblamed, 
Sprang not from other's guilt, but from his own. 

Enter Creon, bearing the body of H<Bm(m. 

Cre. Ah me! what deadly woes from the bad 
mind 1140 

Perpetual flow ! thus in one wretched house 
Have you beheld the slayer and the slain. 
O fatal counsels! O unhappy son! 



ANTIGONE— ACT V* 193 

Thas with thy youthful bride to sink in death ! 
Thou diest, my child ; and I alone have killed thee 1 

Cho. O kin^ I thy justice comes too late. 

Crb. It doth 2 1146 

I know it well, unhappy as I am : 
For, ! the god this heavy weight of wo 
Hath cast upon me, and his fiercest wrath 
Torments me now, changing my joyful state 1150 
To keenest anguish. O ! the fruitless toils 
Of wretched mortals ! 

Enter Messenger. 

Mes. Thus oppressed, my lord, 

"With bitterest misfortune, more affliction 
Awaits thee still, which thou wilt find within. 

Ore. And can there be more woes ? Is aught to 
come 1155 

More horrible than this 1 

Mes. The queen is dead, 

Her wounds yet fresh : eager, alas ! to show 
k mother's love, she foUow'd her lost child. 

Cre. O Death insatiate! how dost thou afflict me ! 
What cruel news, thou messenger of ill ! 1160 

Ha»t thou brought now ? 

Cho. a wretch already dead 

With grief, thy horrid tale once more hath slain. 

Cre. Didst thou not say a fresh calamity 
Had fallen upon me 1 Didst not say my wife 
Was dead, alas ! for grief of Haemon's fate ? 1165 
[Scene opens, and discovers the body of Eurydice* 

Mes. Behold her there. 

Crb. Ome! another blow! 

What now remains 1 What can I suffer more, 
Thus bearing in these arms my breathless son ? 
My wife too dead ! O most unhappy mother \ 
And 0, thou wretched child ! 

Mes. Close by the altar 1170 

She drew the swozd, and closed her eyes in death, 

Sops.— B 
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Lamenting first her lost Megareus* fate 
And Hasmon's death, with imprecations dire 
Still poured on thee, the murderer of thy spn. 
* Crb. I shudder at it. Will no friendly hand 1175 
Destroy me quick ? for, ! I am most wretched ; 
Beset with miseries ! 

Mks. She accused thee oft. 

And said the guilt of hoth their deaths was thine. 

Ore. Alas ! I only am to blame ; 'twas I 
Who kill'd thee, Haemon ! 1 confess my crime. 1180 
Bear me, my servants ! bear me far from hence. 
For I am — nothing. 

Cho. If in ills like these 

Aught can be well, thou hast <Eletermined right : 
When least we see our woes, we feel them least. 

Crb. Quick let my last, my happiest hour appear : 
Would it were come, the period of my woes ! 1 186 

that I might not see another day ! 

Cho. Time must determine that : the present hour 
Demands our care ; the rest be left to Heaven, 

Cre. But I have wish'd and pray'd for 't. 

Cho. Pray for nothing ; 1190 

There's no reversing the decrees of fate. 

Cre. Take hence this useless load, this guilty 
wretch 
Who slew his child, who slew ev'n thee, my wife ! 

1 know not whither to betake me, where 

To turn my eyes ; for all is dreadful round me, 1195 
And fate hath weighed me down on every side. 
Cho. JKi§doin.aJpne is man's true h appiness. 
We are not to. dispute the 'will bfTieayen ^ 
For ever are the boastings of tfie proud 
By the just gods repaid, and man at last 1300 

Is taught to fear their anger and be wise. 

1172 Megarottt was the first busbaiui of Euiydica 
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DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 

HsECULKfl. 

UrLLu«,hi8iott. 
Dkjanira, wife of Hercules. 
L10HA8, a herald. 
Attendant on Dejanira. 

NURSB. 

Old Man. 

Mbssbngbr. 

Chorus, composed of virgins of Tracbls. 
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ARGUMENT. 

JoLs, the daughter of Eurytus, king of (Echalia, was sought in 
marriage by Hercules, who, in rsvenge for the rejection of hit 
addresses, killed her brother iphitus. Hercules shortly after 
became a successful suitor of Dejanira, and married her. 
Being compelled to seek a temporary shelter in Trachis, he 
conmiitted the custody of his wife to Ceyz, the king of that 
country, and made an incursion into (Echalia. lole now fell 
into the hands of her former lover, whose afibctionr met with 
reciprocal tenderness ; and Dejanira, secretly informed of hsK 
husband's attachment to her more fortunate rival, sent, l^ 
the hands of Lichas, a poisoned tunic, which she had formerly 
received as a philtre from the centaur Nessus, whenezpirinjg;; 
and which he then told her had the power of recalling an in- 
constant man from the temptations of unlawful love. The 
unfortunate hero, attired in this fatal garment, soon became 
sensible of his approaching end ; and in his rage threw Lichas 
into the sea ; after wliich he directed his son Hyllus to convey 
him immediately to Mount (Eta, and to bum lumon aftmeru 
pile to be there erected ; while Dejanira, in despair for tbe 
ipi«ffhiftf she had c«jiU8ed, destroyed herself. 



ACT I. 
8cene before the palace of Ceyx, in Trachis. 

DEJANIRA, ATTKNDAlfr. 

Dkj. Of ancient fame, and long for truth receired. 
Hath been the maxim, that nor good nor ill 
Con mortal life be called before we die. 
Alas! it is not so; for,' my friends 1 

B2 
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Ere to the shades of Qreus I descend, 5 

Too weU I know that Dejanira's life 

Hath ever been, and ever must be wretched. 

WhUe, in my native Pleurou, (Eneus watchM 

My tender years with kind, paternal care. 

If evei^ woman suflfer'd from the dread 10 

Of hated nuptials, I endured the worst 

And bitterest woes, when Achelous came, 

The river-god, to ask a father's voice, 

And snatched me to his arms. With triple form 

He came affrighting ; now, to sight appeared 15 

A bull ; and now, with motley scales aidornM, 

A wreathed serpent; now with human shape 

And bestial head united : from his beard, 

Shadow^ with hair, as from a fountain dripped 

The overflowing water ; horrid form ! 90 

This to escape, my prayers incessant rose, 

That I might rather die than e^er approach 

His hated bed ; when, lo ! the welcome hour. 

Though late, arrived that brought the son of Jove 

And fair Alcmena to my aid : he came, 25 

He fought, he freed me. How the battle passM, 

Who unconcerned beheld it best can tell ; 

Alas ! I saw it not, oppressed witli fear. 

Lest from my fatal beauty should arise 

Some sad event : at length, deciding Jove 80 

Gave to the doubtful fight a happy end. 

If I may call it so ; for, since the hour 

That gave me to Alcides' wish'd-for bed. 

Fears rise on fears ; still is my anxious heart 

Solicitous for him : ofttimes the night, 35 

Which brings him to me, bears him from my arms 

To other labours, and a second toil. 

Our children, too, alas ! he sees them not, 

8 A city of .Ctolla, and the residence of (Eneus, king of th^t 
country, and father of Dejanira. 

12 A famous river, arising out of Mount Pindus, and dividing 
JStolia from Acamania. The fabulous account of his person 
and powers is received by the aocieat poets, and explained by 
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But as the husbandman, who ne'er beholds 

His distant lands, save at the needful lime ' . 40 

Of seed or harvest. Wandering thus, and thoi 

Returning ever, is he sent to serve 

1 know not whom : when crown'd with victory, 

Then most my fears prevail ; for since he slew 

The valiant Iphitus, at Trachis here 44 

We live in exile with our generous friend, 

The hospitable Ceyx ; he, meantime, 

Is gone, and none can tell me where : he 1vent| 

And left me most unhappy. ! some ill 

Hath sure befallen him ! for no little time 50 

Hath he been absent : His full fifteen moons 

Since I beheld him, and no messenger 

Is come to Dejanira : some misfortune 

Doubtless hath happened, for he left behind 

A dreadful scroll. O ! I have prayM the gods 55 

A thousand times it may contain no ill. 

Att. My royal mistress, long have I beheld 
Thy tears and sorrows for thy lost Alcides ; 
fiut if the counsels of a slave might claim 
Attention, I would speak, would ask thee wherefore, 
Among thy sons, a numerous progeny, 01 

None hath been sent in search of him, and chief 
Thy Hyllus, if he holds a father's health 
And safety dear : but, ev'n as we could wish, 
Behold him here : if what I have advised 05 

Seem fitting, he is come in happiest hour 
To execute our purpose. 

Enter Hyllus. 

Dej. O, my son ! 

Oft from the meanest tongue the words of truth 
And safety flow : this woman, though a slave, 09 
Hath spoke what would have well become the mouth 
Of freedom's self to utter. 

45 IphHus was the son of Eurytus, kin^ of (Echalia, and 
was tlain by Hercules ; who, as an expiation for the crime, 
submitted to a voluntary exile at Trachis, under the protectioD 
of Ceyx, the king of that coaaJtiy. 
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Htl. May I know 

What she hath said ? 

Dbj. She says, it doth reflect 

Disgrace on thee, thy father so long absent, 
Not to have gainM some knowledge of his fate. 

Hyl. 1 have already, if I may rely 75 

On what report hath said of him. 

Dej. O ! where, 

Where is he then, my son ? 

HvL. These twelve months past, 

If fame say true, a Lydian woman held him 
In shameful servitude. 

Dej. If it be so, 

May every tongue reproach him ! 

HvL. But I hear 80 

He now is free. 

Dej. And where doth rumour say 

He is ? Alive or dead 1 

Hyl. 'Tis said, he leads. 

Or means to lead, his forces towards Eubosa, 
The land of Eurytus. 

Dej. Alas, my son ! 

Dost thou not know the oracles he left 85 

Touching that kingdom ? 

Hyl. No, I know not of them : 

What were they? 

Dej. There, he said, or he should die, 

Or if he should survive, his life to come 
Would all be happy. Wilt thou not, my son ! 
In this important crisis, strive to aid 90 

Thy father ! If he lives, we too shall live 
In safety; if he dies, we perish with him. 

Hyl. Mother ! 1 go : long since I had been there, 
But that the oracle did never reach 
Mine ears before ; meantime, that happy fate, 95 
Which on my father ever wont to smile 
Propitious, should not suffer us to fear. 
Thus far informed, I will not let the means 
Of truth escape me, but will know it alL 
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Dkj. Haste then away, my son, and know, good 
deeds, . 100 

Though late performed, are crownM with sure suc- 
cess. [Exit Htllus. 

Enter Chorus. 

STROPHE I. 

On thee we call, great god of day ! 
To whom the night, with all her starry train^ 
Yields her sohtary reign. 
To send us some propitious ray : 105 

Say thou, whose all-beholding eye 
Doth nature's every part descry, 
What dangerous ocean, or what land unknown 
From Dejanira keeps Alcmena's valiant son ? 

ANTISTROPHE I. 

For she nor joy nor comfort knows, 110 

But weeps her absent lord, and vainly tries 
To close her ever-streaming eyes, 

Or sooth her sorrows to repose : 

Like the sad bird of night, alone 

She makes her solitary moan ; 115 

And still, .as on her widowM bed reclined 
She lies, unnumbered fears perplex her anxious mind. 

STROPHE II. 

Ev'n as the troubled billows roar, 
When angry Boreas rules the inclement skies. 
And waves on waves tumultuous rise 120 

To lash the Cretan shore ; — 
Thus, sorrows still on sorrows press'd, 
Fill the great Alcides' breast. 
Unfading yet shall his fair virtues bloom. 
And some protecting god preserve him from the 
tomb. 196 

ANTISTROPHE II. 

Wlierefore, to better thoughts inclined, 
Jjet us with hope^s fair prospect fill thy breast. 
Calm thy anxious thoughts to rest, . 
And ease thy troubled mind. 
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No bliss on man unmixM with wo, 
Doth Jove, ^eat lord of all, bestow ; 
Bat good with ill, and pleasure still with pain. 
Like heaven^s revolving signs alternate reign. 

EPODB. 

Not always do the shades of night remain, 

Nor ever with hard fate is man oppressM ; 
The wealth that leaves us may return again ; 

Sorrow and joy successive fill the breast: 
Fearless then of every ill, 
Let cheerful hope support thee stilL 

Remember, queen ! there is a power above ; 
And when did the great father, careful Jove, 
Forget his children dear, and kind paternal love ' 

Dej. The fame, it seems, of Dejanira's woes 
Hath reachM thine ears ; but, ! thpu little kno^ 
What I have srfffer'd; thou hast never felt 
Sorrows like mine ; and long may be the time 
Ere sad experience shall afflict thy soul 
With equal woes ! Alas ! the youthful maid 
In flowery pastures still exulting feeds, 
Nor feels the scorching sun, the wintry storm, 
Or blast of angry winds : secure she leads 
A life of pleasure, void of every care. 
Till to the virgin's happy state succeeds 
The name of wife : then shall her portion come 
Of pain and anguish ; then her terrors rise 
For husband and for children ; then, perchance, 
-» You too may know what 'tis to be unhappy. 
And judge of my misfortunes by your own. 
Long since, oppressed by many a bitter wo, 
Oft have I wept ; but this transcends them all ; 
For I will tell thee, when Alcides last 
Forth on his journey went, he left behind 
An ancient scroll. Alas ! before that time 
In all his labours he did never use 
To speak as one who thought of death ; secure 
Always he seem'd of victory : but now 
This writing marks as if he were to die. 
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The portion but reserved for me, and wills 

His children to divide the inheritance ; 

Fixes the time, in fifteen moons, it says, 170 

He should return ; that past, or he must perish ; 

Or, if he 'scape the fatal hour, thenceforth 

Should lead a life of happiness and joy. 

Thus had the gods, it said, decreed his life 

And toil should end ; so from their ancient beech 

Dodona's doves foretold. The appointed hour 176 

Approaches that must bring the event, ev'n now. 

My friends ; and therefore nightly do I start 

From my sweet slumbers, struck with deadly fear, 

Lest I should lose the dearest, best of men. 180 

Cho. Of better omen be thy words : behold 
A messenger who bears (for on his brow 
I see the laurel crown) some joyful news. 

Enter Messenger. 

Mes. I come, my royal mistress, to remove 
Thy fears, and bring the first glad tidings to thee ; 
To tell thee that Alcmena's son returns 180 

With life and victory : ev'n now he comes 
To lay before his country's gods the spoils 
Of glorious war. 

Dej. What dost thou say, old man 1 

What dost thou tell me 1 

Mes. That thy dear AlcMes, 

Thy valiant lord, with his victorious bands, Iffl 
Will soon attend thee. 

Dej. From our citizens 

Didst thou learn this, or from a stranger's tongue ! 

Mes. The herald Lichas, in yon flowery vale, 
But now reported ; and I fled impatient, 195 

Soon as I heard it, that I first might tell thee, 
And be rewarded for the welcome tale. 

)76 At Dodona. a city of Chaonia in Epinis, was a temple 
dedicated to Jupiter Dodoneos; and in a ^ove near it a beecb* 
tne, on which tnadov«e aoi and piopbeaed. 
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Dej. But wherefore tarries Lichas if he bring 
Glad tidings to me ? 

Mv^ 'Tis impossible 

To reach thee, for the Meiian people throng 200 
Aronnd him ; not a man but longs to know 
Some news of thy Alcides, stops his journey, 
Nor will release him till he hear it aU : 
Spite of himself, he waits to satisfy 
Their eager doubts ; but thou wilt see him soon. 305 

Dej. O, thou, who dweU'st on (Eta^s sacred top ! 
Immortal Jove ! at length, though late, thou givest 
The wish'd-for boon : let every female now— 
You that within the palace do reside, 
And you, my followers here, with shouts proclaim 
The blessM event : for, lo ! a beam of joy Sll 

I little hoped, breaks forth, and we are happy. 

CHORUS. 
6TR0PHK. 

Quick let sounds of mirth and joy 
Every cheerful hour employ : 
Haste, and join the festive song, %l§ 

You who lead the youthful throng; 
On whom the smiles of prosperous fatOi 
And Hymen's promised pleasures wait. 
Now all your lo Paeans sing, 
To Phcebus, your protector and your king. 890 

ANTISTROPHE. 

And you, ye virgin train, attend, 
Not unmindful of your friend. 
His sister huntress of the proves, 
Who still her native Delos loves. 
Prepare the dance and choral lays, 8M 

To hymn the chaste Diana's praise ; 
To her and her attendant choir 
Of mountain nymphs, attune the votive lyre. 

EPODE. 

Already hdth the god possessed 
My soul, and rules the iso\eie\i5QL ol vi^Viiiittk. ^30 
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Evoe, Bacchus ! lo ! I come to join 
Thy throng; around me doth the thyrsus twiho, 

And I am fill'd with rage divine. 

See ! the glad messenger appears. 
To calm thy doubts, and to remove thy fean. 996 

Let us our lo Psans sing 
To Phoebus, our protector and our king. [Exeunt* 



ACT II. 

DfiJANUlA, CH0HC8. 

Dbi* Tbkbs eyes deceive me, friends, or I behold 
A crowd approach this way, and with them comes 
The herald lichas : let me welcome him, 340 

If he bring joyful news. 

ErUer Lichas, Iole, Slaves. 

Li. My royal mistress, 

We greet thee with fair tidings of success. 
And therefore shall our words deserve thy praise. 

Psj. thou dear messenger ! inform me first 
What first I wish to know : my loved Alcides, — 346 
JMk he yet live t Shall I again behold him ? 

Li« I left him well ; in he^th and manly strength 
Xxolting. 

Dxj. Where t In his own native land, 
Or 'mid barbarians 1 

Li. On Euboea's shore 

He waits, with various fruits to crown the altar. 
And pay due honours to Censan Jove. 961 

Dkj. Commanded by some oracle divine 
Performs he this, or means but to fulfil 
A vow of gratitude for conquest gained ! 

Ll For victory o'er the land, whence we have 
brought 966 

These captive women, whoiH thou seest before 
thee. 

861 SociSkXiniaCmuaaij^ptouu^^ 
altan weie nimd to JutMter, tnd ittcii&ctt cnfcnd'^ \x^\sbsu 
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Dej. Whence come the wretched slaves ? for, if 
1 judge 
Their state aright, they must indeed be wretched. 

Li. Know, when Alcides had laid waste the city 
Of Eurytus, to him and to the gods 200 

Were these devoted. 
. Dbj. In CEchalia, then. 

Hath my Alcides been this long, long time ? 

Li. Not so : in Lydia (as himself reports) 
Was he detained a slave ; so Jove ordain'd. 
And who shall blame the high decrees of Jove ? 369 
Sold to barbarian Omphale, he served 
Twelve tedious months: ill-brook'd he the foul 

shame ; 
Then in his wrath he made a solemn vow 
He would revenge the wrong on the base author, 
And bind in chains his wife and all his race ; 370 
Nor fruitless the resolve ; for when the year 
Of slavery past had expiated the crime 
Imputed, soon with ^aiher'd force he marchM 
'Gainst the devoted Eurytus, the cause 
(For so he deem'd him) of those hateful bonds. d7S 
Within his palace he had erst received ' 

Alcides, but with bitterest taunts reviled him, 
Boasting, in spite of his all-conquering arrows. 
His son's superior skill ; and said, a slave 379 

Like him should bend beneath a freeman^s power : 
Then, ^mid the banquet^s mirth, inflamed with 

wine, 
Cast forth his ancient guest. This to revenge, 
When Iphitus to search his pastured steeds 
Came to Tirynthia, Hercules surprised ; 
And, as he turn'd his wandering eyes aside, 385 
Hurrd headlong from the mountain's top. Great 

Jove, 
Father of men, from high Olympus saw 
And disapproved the deed, unworthy of him, 

206 A jfieen of Ljdia. 
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Who ne'er before by fraud destroy'd his foes. 
With open force had he revenged the wrong, 290 
Jove had forgiven ; but violence concealed 
The gods abhor, and therefore was he sold 
To slavery ; Eurytus' unhappy sons 
Were punishM too, and dwell in Erebus ; 
Their city is destroyed ; and they, whom here 295 
Thou seest, from freedom and prosperity 
Reduced to wretchedness : to thee they come, 
Such was Alcides' will ; which I, his slave, 
Have faithfully performed. Himself, ere long, 
Thou shalt behold, when to paternal Jove 300 

He hath fulfilled his vows. Thus my long tale 
Ends with the welcomest news which thou couldst 

hear : 
Alcides comes ! 

Cho. queen ! thy happiness 

Is great indeed, to see these slaves before thee, 
And know thy lord approaches. 

Dej. I am happy : 305 

To see my Hercules with victory crown'd, 
Tis fit I should rejoice ; and yet, my friends 
If we consider well, we still should fear 
For the successful, lest they fall frombliss. 
It moi^s my pity much when I behold 310 

These wretched captives in a foreign land. 
Without a parent, and without a home, 
Thus doom'd to slavery here, who once, perhaps, 
Enjoy'd fair freedom's best inheritance. 
O Jove ? averter of each mortal ill ! 315 

Let not my children ever feel thy arm 
Thus raised against them ; or, if 'tis decreed, 
Lev it not be while Dejanira lives. 
The sight of these alarms my fears ; but tell me, 
Thou poor afflicted captive, who thou art. [to lole. 
Art thou a mother 1 or, as by thy years 321 

Thou seem'st, a virgin, and of noble birth % 
Canst thou not tell me, Lichas, whence she sprang 1 
Inform me ; for, of all these slaves, she moai 
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Hath won my pity ; and in her alone 396 

Have I observed a firm and generoos mind. 

Li. Why ask of me ? I know not who she is ; 
Perhaps of no mean rank. 

Dbj. The T03ral race 

Of Eurytus ? 

Li. I know not, nor did e'er 

Inquire. 

Dej. And didst thou never hear her name 880 
From her companions ? 

Li. Never: I performed 

My work in silence. 

Dej. TeU me then thyself, 

Thou wretched maid ! for I am most unhappy 
Till I know who thou aurt. 

Li. She will not speak ; 

I know she will not : not a word hath passed 835 
Her lips e'er since she left her native land ; 
But still in tears the hapless virgin mourns 
The burden of her sad calamity. 
Her fate is hard : she merits your forgiveness. 

Dej. Let her go in ; I'll not disturb her peace, 
Nor would I heap fresh sorrows on her head ; 341 
She hath enough already : we'll retire. [to Ide* 

tJo where thou wilt ; my cares within await me. 

< [Exeunt Ldchtu, lole, and Slaves, 

Enter Messenger. 

Mes. Stay thee awhile. I have a tale to tell 
Touching these captives, which imports thee nearly; 
And I alone am able to inform thee. 346 

Dej. What dost thou know? and why wouldst 
thou detain me ? 

Mes. Return, and hear me : when I spake before, 
I did not speak in vain, nor shall I now. 

Dcj. Wouldst thou I call them back, or mean'st 
to tell 350 

Thy secret purpose here to me alone ? 

Mes. To these and thee thy irienda i no more. 
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D»j. They're gone ; 

Now speak in safety. 

Mes. Lichas is dishonest ; 

And, either now or when I saw him last, 
Hath utter'd falsehood. 

Dej. Ha ! what dost thou say ? 355 

I understand thee not ; explain it quickly. 
; Mes. I heard him say, before attendant crowds, 
It was this vir^n, this fair slave, destroyed 
Qlchalia's lofty towers : Hwas love alone 
That waged the war, no Lydian servitude. 3G0 

Nor Omphale, nor the pretended fall 
Of Iphitus, for so the tale he brings 
Woi]dd fain persuade thee. Know, thy own Alcides, 
For that he could not gain the assenting voice 
Of Eur3rtus to his unlawful love, 365 

Laid waste the city where her father reign'd, 
And slew him : now the daughter, as a slave, 
Is sent to thee ; -the reason is too plain. 
Nor think he meant her for a slave alone, — 
The maid he loves, that would be strange indeed. 
My royal mistress ! most unwillingly 371 

Qp I report the unwelcome news, but thought 
it was my duty ; I have told the truth, 
And the Trachinians bear me witness of it. 

Dcj. Wretch that I am ! to what am I reserved % 
What hidden pestilence within my roof 376 

Have I received unknowing ! Hapless woman ! 
,She seem'd of beauteous form and noble birth : 
Have you not heard her name ? for Lichas said 
He knew it not. 

Mes. Daughter of Eurytus, 380 

Her name lole ; he had not inquired 
Touching her race. 

Cho. Perdition on the man , 

Of all most wicked, who hath thus deceived thee ! 

Dej. WhaVs to be done, my friend 1 This dread- 
ful news 
AfBkte me soiely. 

83 
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Oao. Go, and learn the whole 965 

From his own lips ; compel him to declardi 
The truth. 

Dcj. I will ; thou counsell^st me aright. 

Cho. Shall we attend you 1 

Dei. No ; for see, he comes 

UncallM. 

Enter Lichas, Attendant. 

u. O queen ! what are thy last commands 

To thy Alcides t for ev^n now I go 300 

To meet him. 

Dkj. Hast thou taken so long a journey 

To Trachis, and wouldst now so soon return. 
Ere I can hold some further converse with thee t 

Li. If thou wouldst question me of aught, behold 
me 
Ready to tell thee. 

Dbj. Wilt thou tell me truth ? 305 

Li. In all I know ; so bear me witness, Jove! 

Dbj. Who is that woman thou hast brought t 

Li. I hear 

She's of Eubcea : for her race and name, 
I know them not. 

Dbj. Look on me : who am I? 

Li. Why ask me this ? 

Dej. Be bold, and answer me. 400 

Li. Daughter of CEneus, wife of Hercules ; 
If I am not deceived, His Dejanira, 
My queen, my mistress. 

Dbj. Am I so indeed ? i 

Am I thy mistress t 

Li. Doubtless. 

Dej. Why, 'tis well 

Thou dost confess it : then what punishment 405 
Wouldst thou deserve, if thou wert faithless to her? 

Li. How faithless! Mean'f t thou to betray me I 

Dej. No : 

The fraud is thine. 
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Li. ^Twas folly thus to stay 

And hear thee : I must hence. 

Dbj. Thou shalt not go 

Till I have ask'd thee one short question. 

Li. . Ask it, 410 

For so it seems thou art resolved. 

Dej. Inform me ; 

This captive — dost thou know her t 

Li. I have told thee : 

What wouldst thou more ! i 

Db#. Didst thou not say this slave. 

Though now it seems thou know'st her not, was 

daughter 
Of Eurytus, her name lole ? 

Li. Where ? 415 

To whom did I say this 1 What witness have you 1 

Dbj. Assembled multitudes : the citizens 
Of Trachis heard thee. 

Li. They might say they heard 

Reports like these ; but must it therefore seem 
A truth undoubted 1 

Dki. Seem ! Didst thou not swear 490 

That thou hadst brought this woman to partake 
The bed of my Alcides 1 

Li. Did I say so ? 

But tell me who this stranger is. 

Dej. The man 

Who heard thee say Alcides' love for her, 
And not the Lydian, laid the city waste. 496 

. Li. Let him come forth, and prove it : 'tis no mark 
Of wisdom thus to trifle with the unhappy. 

Dej. ! do not, I beseech thee, by that Power 
Whose thunders roll o'er CEta's lofty grove. 
Do not conceal the truth. Thou speaVst to one 
Not unexperienced in the ways of men ; 431 

To one who knows we cannot always joy 
In the same object : His an idle task 
To take up arms against all-powerful love. 
Love, which commands the gods, love conquer'd net 
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And wherefore should it not subdue another, 4S6 

Whose nature snd whose passions are the same % 

If my Alcides is indeed oppressed 

With this sad malady, I blame him not ; 

That were a folly : nor this hapless maid, 440 

Who meant no ill, no injury to me. 

*Tis not for this I speak ; but mark me well : 

If thou wert taught by him to utter falsehood, 

A vile and shameful lesson didst thou learn ; 

And if thou art thy own instructer, know, 446 

Thou shalt seem wicked ev'n when most sincere, 

And never be believed : speak then the truth ; 

For to be branded with the name of liar 

Is ignominy fit for slaves alone, 

And not for thee. Nor think thou canst conceal it; 

Those who have heard the tale will tell it me. 451 

If fear deter thee, thou hast little cause ; 

For to suspect his falsehood is my grief; 

To know it, none : already have I seen 

Alcides' heart estranged to other loves, 455 

Yet did no rival ever hear from me 

One bitter word, nor will I now reproach 

This wretched slave, ev'n though she pines for him 

With strongest love. Alas ! I pity her. 

Whose beauty thus has been the fatal cause 460 

Of all her misery ; laid her country waste. 

And brought her here, far from her native land, 

A helpless captive : but no more of this ; 

Only remember, if thou must be false. 

Be false to others, but be true to me. 465 

Cho. She speaks most kindly to thee ; be per- 
suaded ; 
Hereafter thou shalt find her not ungrateful. 
We too will thank thee. 

Li. O, my dearest mistress ! 

Not unexperienced thou in human life. 
Nor ignorant ; and therefore naught from thee 470 
Will I conceal, but tell thee all the truth. 
Tis as he said ; and Hercules, indeed. 
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Doth love lole : for her sake alone, 

CBchalia, her unhappy country, fell ; 

This (for 'tis fit I teU thee) he confessed, 475 

Nor wiird me to conceal it ; but I fearM 

Twould pierce thy heart to hear the unwelcome 

tale, 
And therefore own I would have kept it from thee. 
That crime, if such it was, I have committed : 
But since thou know'st it all, let me entreat thee. 
For her sake and thy own, O ! do not hate 481 
This wretched captive ; but remember well, 
What thou hast promised faithfully perform. 
He whose victorious arm hath .conquered all. 
Now yields to her, and is a slave to love. 485 

Dbj. 'Tis my resolve to act as thou advisest. 
ni not resist the gods, nor add fresh weight 
To my calamity : let us go in, 
That thou mayst bear my orders to Alcides, 
And, with them, gifts, in kind return for those 490 
We have received from him. Thou must not henc^ 
With empty hand, who hither brought'st to me 
8ach noble presents, and so fair a train. [Exeunt. 

CHOftUS. 
STROPHE. 

Thee, Venus ! gods and men obey, 

•And universal is thy sway. 405 

Need I recount the powers subdued by love f 

Neptune, who snakes the solid ground ; 

The king of Erebus profound; 
Or the great lord of all, Satumian Jove 1 

To mortals let the song descend, 600 

To pity our afflicted friend. 
And sooth the injured Dejanira's woes : 

For her the angry rivals came, 

For her they felt an equal fiame, 
For her, behold! the doubtful battle glows. 501 
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ANTISTROPHC. 

In dreadful majesty anray'd, 

Affrighting sore the fearful maid, 
Up rose the horned monarch of the flood: 

He, who through fair ^tolia's plain 

Pours his rich tribute to the main ; 610 

A bull's tremendous form beUed the god. 

FVom his own Thebes, to win her love, 

With him the happier .son of Jove, 
The great Alcides came, and in his hand 

The club, the bow, and glittering spear; 515 

While Venus, to her votaries near, 
Waved o'er their heads her all-deciding wand. 

EPODE. 

Warm, and more warm the conflict grows : 
Dire was the noise of rattling bows. 

Of front to front opposed, and hand to hand : 520 
Deep was the animated strife 
For love, for conquest, and for life ; 

Alternate groans re-echoed through the land : 
While pensive on the distant shore, 
She heard the doubtful battle roar, 525 

Many a sad tear the hapless virgin shed ; 
Far from her tender mother's arms. 
She knows not yet for whom her charms 

She keeps, or who shall share her bridal bed. 

[Exeunt, 

ACT III. 

DBJAIORA, CHORUS. 

Dej. My guest, in pity to the captive train 530 
Laments their woes, and takes his kind farewell : 
Meantime, my friends, jn secret came I here 
To pour forth all my miseries, and impart 
To you my inmost thoughts, my last resolve. 
Alas ! within these walls I have received, 635 

Like the poor sailor, an unhappy freight 
To sink me down, no virgin, but a wife. 
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The wife of my Alcides ; his loved arms 

Now must embrace us both : my faithful lord 

(Faithful and good I thought him) thus rewards 540 

My tender cares, and all the tedious toils 

I sufferM for him ; but I will be calm ; 

For 'lis an evil I have felt before. 

And yet to hve with her ! with her to share 

My husband's bed ! what woman could support it ? 545 

Her youth is stealing onward to its prime. 

While mine is wither'd ; and the eye, which longs 

To pluck the opening flower, from the dry leaf 

Will turn aside : her younger charms, 1 fear. 

Have conquered, and henceforth, in name alone 550 

Shall Dejanira be Alcides' wife. 

But ill do rage and violence become 

The prudent matron ; therefore, mark me well, 

And hear what I have purposed, to relieve 

My troubled heart. Within a brazen urn, 556 

Conceal'd from every eye, I long have kept 

That ancient gift which Nessus did bequeath me, . « 

The hoary centaur, who was wont for hire 

To bear the traveller o'er the rapid flood 

Of deep Evenus : not with oars or sail 560 

He stemm'd the torrent, but with nervous arm 

Opposed and pass'd it ; me, when first a bride* 

I left my father's hospitable roof 

With my Alcides, in his arms he bore 

Athwart the current ; half way o'er, he dared 565 

To offer violence : I shriek'd aloud ; 

When, lo ! the son of Jove, his bow swift bent, 

Sent forth a shaft, and pierced the monster's breast, 

Who with his dying voice did thus address me ; — 

*^ Daughter of (£neu8, listen to my words, 570 

80 shSt thou profit by the last sad journey 

Which I shall ever go : if in thy hand 

Thou take the drops out-flowing from the wound 

This arrow made, dipp'd in the envenom'd blood 

Of the Lemaean hydra, with that charm 675 

Mayst tiion tubdne the heart of thy Alcide«, 
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Nor shall another over gain his lovs.*^ 

Mindful of this, my friends (for from that honr 

In secret have I kept the precious gift). 

Behold a garment dipp'd in the very Uood 580 

He gave me : nor did I forget to add 

What he enjoin'd, but have prepared it all. 

I know no evil arts, nor would I learn them ; 

For they who practise such are hateful to me : 

I onl^r wish the charm may be of power 585 

To win Alcides from this vir^n's love, 

And bring him back to Dejanira's arms. 

If ye shaU deem it lawful ; but if not, 

111 go no farther. 

Cho. Could we be assured 

Such is indeed the effect, 'tis well determined. 500 

Dej. I cannot but believe it ; though, as yet. 
Experience never hath confirmM it to me. 

Cho. Thou shouldst be certain ; thou but seem'st 
to know, 
tf thou hast never tried. 

Dej. I'll try it soon ; 

For see, ev'n now he comes out at the portaL 505 
Let him not know our purpose ; if the deed 
Be wrong, concealment may prevent reproach : 
Therefore be silent. 

Enter Lichab. 

Li. Speak thy last commands, 

Daughter of (Eneus, for already long 
Have we delay'd our journey. 

Dej. Know, then, Lichas, 600 

That while thou communest with thy friends, myself 
Have hither brought a garment which I wove 
For my Alcides : thou must bear it to him : 
Tell him, no mortal must with touch profane 
Pollute the sacred gift, nor sun behold it, 605 

Nor holy temple, nor domestic hearth. 
Ere at the altar of paternal Jove 
Himself shall wear it; 'twas my solemn vow. 
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Whenever he 'Blu>uld return, that, clothed in this, 
He to the gods should offer sacrifice : 610 

Bear too* this token ; he will know it welL 
Away ! remember to perform thy office, 
But go no farther; i^o shall doable praise, 
And favour from us both, reward thy duty. 

Li. If I have aught of skill, by Hermes right 615 
Instructed in his sut, I will not fail 
To bear thy gift, and faithful to report 
What thou hast said. 

Dej. Begone ; what here hath pass'd 

Thou know*st« 

Li. I do ; and shall bear back the news 

That all is well. 

Dej. Thou art thyself a witness 630 

How kindly I received the guest he sent me. 

Li. It filrd my heart with pleasure to behold it. 

Dej. What canst thou tell nim more ? Alas ! I fear 
He^l know too well the love I bear to him : 
Would I could be as certain he'd return it ! [EaewU. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE L 

You, who on (Eta's craggy summit dwell ; 636 

Or from the rock, whence gushing rivulets flow, 

Bathe in the warmer sprinffs below ; 

Tou who, near the Metian hay. 
To golden-shafted Dian h3ann the lay, 630 

Now haste to string the lyre, and tune the vocal shell. 

AHTISTROPHE I. 

No mournful theme demands your pensive strain ; 

611 This token was a seal-rin^, which Dejanira sent with the 
▼ett, to convince Hercules that it came iram her. 

615 Hennes or Mereniy always appeals as messenger of the 
gods : he therefore naturally presidea over mortal messengen, 
and is prog&Aj mentioned Uf the heiald as his patron and in- 
stnictar. 

. 680 The hay of Melis was not fiur fromTrach}t|an4 adjoinlBf 
to Axti&BBimam: near it was a temple Mcred to Bniifr 

Soph.— T 
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Bat rach as, kindled by the sacred file, 
The Mases might themselTes adnUre, 
A loud and cheerful song; for see, 
The son of Jove returns with victory, 
And richest spoils reward a life of toS and pain. 

STSPOHC n. 

Far from his native land he took his way ; 

For twelve long moons, uncertain of his fyJtibf 

Did we lament his exiled state, 040 

What time his anxious wife deplored. 

With never-ceasing tears, her absent lord ; 

But Mars at last hath closed his long, laborious day. 

ANTISTROPHB U. 

Let him from fair Euboea^s isle appear ; 

Let winds and raging seas oppose no more, 646 

But waft him to the wisVd-for shore. 

The anointed vest's persuasive charms 
Shall brinff him soon to Dejanira's arms. 
Soon shall we see the great, the loved Alcides hflie» 
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DEJANIRA, CHORUS. 

Dcj. Alas, my friends! I fear Fve gone too fyx^ 

Cho. Great queen! in what 1 

Dej. I know not what ; but dread 661 

Something to come, lest, where I had most hope 
Of happiness, I meet with bitterest wo. 

Cho. Meanest thou thy gift to Hercules ? ^ 

Dbj. I do ¥ 

Nor would I henceforth counsel those I loved 666 
To do a dark and desperate deed like this, 
Uncertain of the event. 

Cho. How was it? Speak, 

If thou canst tell us. 

Dsj. O ! *twas wonderful ; 

For you shall hear it : know, then, the white wool 
Wherein I wr^^'d the anointed vest, untouched 666 
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By any hand, droppM self-consumed away, 
jAm down the stone, e*en like a liquid, flow'd 
Dissolving ; but 'tis fit I tell you all. 
'Whate'M' the wounded centaur did enjoin nwi 
MindAd to practise, sacred as the laws 666 

On brazen tablets gpraved, I have performed. 
Far ilrom the fire, and from the sun's warm beams. 
He bade me keep the charm from every eye 
In secret hid, till time should call on me 
To anoint and use it : this was done ; and now, 670 
The fleece in sacred pluck'd, the charm prepared, 
Lcmg from the sun within a chest conceal'd. 
At leni^h I brought it forth, and sent the gift 
To my Alcides ; when, behold ! a wonder, 
Most strange for tongue to tell, or heart of man 676 
Ev'n to conceive ! Perchance the wool I cast 
Into the sunshine : soon as it grew warm. 
It feU to dust, consuming all away 
In most strange manner ; then from the earth up rose 
In frothy bubbles, ev'n as from the grape, 680 

In yellow autumn, flows the purple wine. 
I know not what to think ; but much I fear 
I've done a horrid deed : for, why, my friends ! 
Why should the dying savage wish to serve 
His murderer? That could never be : Ono; 686 
He only meant by flattery to destroy 
Me, his destroyer : truth is come too late. 
And I alone have slain my dear Alcides. 
I know that by his arrows Chiron fell ; 
I luiow, whatever they touch'd, they still were fatal ; 
That very poison mingled with the blood 691 

Of dying Nessus ; will not that too kill 
My Hercules ? It must ; but if he dies, 
Mv resolution is to perish with him. 
Tnose, who their honour and their virtue prize, 695 
Can never live with infamy and shame. 
Cho. 'TIS fit we tremble at a deed of horror ; 

580 Chixon was one of the centaon, and was wounded bf 
Hercidee with one of his arrows dipp«dii\tbft\AoQii^>3^'^si^BsL 



BSO ftOPHOGLIfl. 

Bat tis not Atting, ere we know the erenti 
To ghre up hope, and yield ns to despair. 

Du. There 18 no hope where eril counsel^ tidcen* 

Cha. But when we enr from ignorance aikmey 791 
(Bmall is the crime, and slight the punishment : 
Such is thy fault. 

Dai. The guiltless may talk thus. 

Who know no iU : not ttoie who are unhappy. 

Cho. No more, unless thou meau'st thy son aliould ^ 
hear thee, 705* 

Who now returns in search of thy Alcides. 
Behold him here. 

Enter Htllus. 

Hyl. 0! would that thou wert dead ! 

Would I were not thy son ! or, being so, 
Would I could change thy wicked h^urt ! 

Dej. My 800 ! 

What means this passion ? 

H7L. Thou hast slain thy husband ; 710 

This very day my father hast thou slain* 

Dej. Alas ! my child, what say'st thou % 

Hyl. What is past, 

And therefore must be : who can e^er undo 
The dead that's done t 

Dbj. But who could say I did it % 

Htl. I saw it with these eyes ; I heard it all 715 
From his own lips* 

Dej. Where didst thou see him then? 

T^ me, ! quickly tell me. 

Htl. If I must, | 

Observe me well ; when Hercules, returned 
From conquest, had laid waste the noble )city 
Of Eur3rtus, with fair triumphal spoils 790 

He to EubcBa came, where, o*er the sea, 
Which beats on every side, Cenaeum's top 
Hangs dreadful : thither (to paternal Jove) 
His new-raised altars in the leafy wood 
He came to visit ; there did my glad ejres 735 

Behold Alcides first. \« Y\q pte^^^^^ 
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Tht fremieiit yictim, ftom the palace came 

lidias thy messenger, and with him brought 

llie fetd gift : wrappM in the deadly garment 

(For such was thy command), twelve oxen then, 790 

Without a blemish, firstlinn of the spoil, 

He slew ; together next a nundred fell, 

The mingled flock : pleased with his gaudy vest, 

And happy in it, he awhile remainM, 

Offering with joy his grateful sacrifice : 735 

But, lo ! when from the holy victim rose ^ 

The bloody flame, and from the pitchy wood 

Exhaled its moiMure, sudden a cold sweat 

BedewM his limbs, and to his body stuck 

(As by the hand of some artificer 740 

Close joinM to ever^ part) the fatal vest. 

Convulsion rack'd his bones, and through his veinSf 

Like the fell serpents -deadly venom, raged. 

Then-questionMhe the wretched, guiltless Lichas, 

Swluit detested arts he had procured 746 

e poisonM garb : he, ignorant of all, 
Could only say it was the ^ft he brought 
From Dejanira : when Alcides heard it. 
Tortured with pain, he took him by the foot, 
And hurl'd him headlong on a pointed rock 760 
That o*er the ocean hung : his brains, dashM forth, 
With mingled blood flow'd throuffh his clotted hair 
In horrid streams. The multitude, with shrieks. 
Lamented loud the fury of Alcides, 
And Lichas' hapless fate : none durst oppose 766 
His ragmff phrensy ; prostrate on the earth 
Now would he lie and groan ; and now, uprising. 
Would bellow forth his griefs. The mountain tops 
Of Locri^, and Eubcea*s rocks retumM 
His dreadful cries : then, on the ground outstretch'd. 
In bitterest wrath he cursed the nuptial bed 761 
Of CEnens, and his execrations pour'd 
On thee, his worst of foes : at length his ejres. 
Distorted forth from the surrounding smoke. 
He cast on ma. who mid attending crowds 766 

TS 
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Wept hisMd fate. " Approach,'* he eriecL^^mjrioii! 

Do not foraake thy fatl^Br; rather come, , 

And ahare his fate, than leave me here. O ! haate, 

And take me henee ; bear me where never eye 

Of mortal shall behold me. O, my child ! 770 

Let me not perish here.** Thus spake my fiatherp 

And I obeyed : distracted with his paina, 

A vessel brings him to this place, and soon* 

Living or dead* you will behold him here. 

This have thy horrid machinations done 775 

For thy Alcidea. O ! may Justice doom thee 

To righteous punishment, if it be lawful 

For me to call down vengeance on a mother, 

Ab sure it is, on one who hath disdaim'd 

All piety like thee. The earth sustains not 789 

A better man than he whom thou hast murder'd. 

Nor Shalt thou e'er behold his like agrain. 

[ExU DejanmiL 

Cho. Whence this abrupt departure! Kaow'st 
thou not- 
To go in silence thus confirms thy guilt? 

Htl. Let her be gone : and may some prosperous 
gale 785 

Waft her far oflf, that these abhorring eyes 
Blay never see her more ! What boots the name 
Of mother, when no longer she performs 
A mother's duty? Let her go in peace ; 
And, for her kindness to my father, soon 790 

, May she enjoy the blessings she bestow'd ! 

CHORUS. 
STROPmS 1. 

True was the oracle divine, 
Long since delivered from Dodona's shriney 
>Vhich said Alcides' woes should last 
Till twelve revolving years were past ; 796 
Then should his labours end in sweet repose. 
Behold, my friends ! 'tis come to pass ; 
'Tis aU fulfiUM ; for who, alas ! 
In peaceful death or toil or a\%v«n VBsrmk \ 



nucBmiJu— -ACT v. 

AinWTBOPHB I, 

If d6«p within his tortured yeins 800 

The centaur's cruel poison reigns, 

That from the hydra's baleful breath 

Destructive flow'd, replete with death, 
On him another sun shall never rite : 

The venom runs through every part, 80i 

And,lo ! to Nessus' direful art 
Alcides foils a helpless sacrifice. 

8TR0PHB n. 

Poor Dejaniralong deplored 
Her waning charms, and ever-faithless lord: 

At length, by evil counsel swayM, 810 

Her passion's dictates she obey'd, 
Resolved Alcides' doubtful truth to prove ; 

But now, alas ! laments his fate 

In ceaseless wo, and finds too late 
A dying husband and a foreign love. 81i 

ANTISTROPBE II. 

Another death must soon succeed, 

Another victim soon shall bleed: 

Fatal, Alcides ! was the dart 

That pierced the rival monarch's heart, 
And brought lole from her native land. 890 

From Venus did our sorrows flow. 

The secret spring of aU our wo ; 
For naught was done but by her dread command. 

ACT V. 

[A noise wUhm tMe poUict. 

CBOBUS. 

Or I'm deceived, or I did hear loud shrieks 
Within the palace ; Hwas the voice of one 886 
In anguish. Doubtless, some calamity 
Rath fallen upon us now : what can it be! 

616 TteCSitiw hvM ftMtala te datdi cf D^into 



tS4 •OFBOOUBt. 

Bot see, yon matron, with eontnetod brow 
And nnaccufitonied sadnessy comet ta tall 
The draadfol newa. 

Enter Nuasa* 

Nuata. What woes, my hapless dan||hlerS| 

Akides' fatal gift hath brought iqxm us! "811 

Cho. What dost thou tell us t 

NuasB. Dejanira treada 

The last sad path of mortala. 

Cho. Is she gone ! 

Nvasa. Tis so, indeed. 

Cbo. What! dead? 

Nuass. Again I sayi 

She is no more. 

Cbo. Alas! how did she perish! 8S0 

NoBSB. Most fearfully : 'twas dreadful to behold* 

Cho. How feU she then! 

NuasB. By her own hand. 

Cho. But wherefcnre f 

What madness, what disorder ? What could more 

her 
To perpetrate so terrible a deed. 
Thus adding death to death % 

NoasB. The fatal steel HO 

Destroyed her. 

Cbo. Didst thou see it ? 

NuBSB. I was by, 

Close by her side. 

Cho. How was it I 

NuRSB. Her own arm 

Struck the sad blow. 

Cho. Indeed ! 

NuasB. Most veritably 

Cho. In evil hour this rival virgin came 
To bring destruction here. 

NuasB. And so she did : 816 

Hadst thou, like me, been witness to the deed» 
Thou wouldat much more have pitied her. 
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Oko. AlaB ! 

. How could a woman do it ? 

Nurse. 'Twas most dreadful. 

As thou Shalt hear, for I will tell thee all. 
Soon^tt she entered at the palace gate, 850 

And saw her son prepare the funeral bed, 
To the inmost chamber silent she retired 
Ftom every eye ; there at the altar's feet 
Falling lamented loud her widow'd state ; 
And ever as she lit on aught her hands 855 

Had used in happier days, the tears would flow. 
From room to room she wanderM ; and, if chance 
■ A loved domestic crossed her, she would weep 
And mourn her fate, for ever now deprived 
Of converse sweet, and hymeneal joys : 860 

Then would she strew her garments on the bed 
Of her Alcides ; for concealed I watch'd 
Her every motion ; throw herself upon it ; 
And, as the tears in a warm flood burst forth, 
** Farewell !" she cried, " for ever farewell now, 865 
My nuptial couch ! for never shsdt thou more 
Receive this wretched burthen." Thus she u)ake, 
And with quick hand the golden button loosed ; 
Then cast her robe aside, her bosom bared, 
And seemed prepared to strike. I ran and told 870 
The dreadftil purpose to her son : too late 
We came, and saw her wounded to the heart. 
The pious son beheld his bleeding mother, 
And wept ; for well he knew, by anger fired. 
And the fell centaur's cruel fraud betray'd, 875 
Unweeting she had done the dreadful deed. 
C^ie to her side he laid him down, and joined 
His lips to hers, lamenting sore that thus 
He had accused her guiltless ; then deplored 
His own sad fate, thus suddenly bereaved 880 

Of both his parents : you have heard ipy tale. 
.Who to faimself shall promise length of life ? 
NoOB bnft the fool : for, O I to-day alone 
Is ours ; we mre not certain of to-morrow. 
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Cho. Which shall I weep? Which most on 
hearts should fill 881 

With grief, the present or the future ill» 
The dy iitf or the dead 1 'Tis equal wo, 
To feel the stroke, or fear the impending blow. 

STBOPHX. 

O! for a breeze to waft us o*er, 
Propitious to some distant shore ! . 8M 

To shield our souls, from sore aflHsfat, 
And save us from the drefulfrd siffht ! 
That sight the hardest heiurt woiud mofe,— * 
In his last pangs the sonof Jore: 
To see the poison run through every vein, 8M 
And limbs conTulsed with admixing pain. 

- AKnSTSOPHB. 

Eehdd the attendant train is mf^ti ; 

I hear the voice of misenr. 

Ey'n as the plaintive nightingale, 

That warbles sweet her moumftd tale.* 90C 

Silent and slow they lead him on. 

Hark! I hear Alcides groan ! 
Again *tis silence all ! This way they tread : 
Or sleeps he now, or rests he with the dead t 

EfUer Hercules, Htllus, Attendants. 

Htl. Alas, my father ! whither shall I go t (MM 
Wretch that 1 am ! O, where shall I betaJce me t 
What will become of thy afflicted son? 

Att. Speak softly, youth ! do not awake his pains 
Refrain thy grief, for yet Alcides lives. 
Though verging to the tomb : be calm. 

HvL. What say'st thou ? 91C 

Doth he yet live ? 

Att. He doth ; disturb not thus 

His slumbers, nor provoke the dire disease. 

Htl. Alas ! I cannot bear to see him thus. 

[Hercules a»ak$B, 

HMM.OJoYe\ where am I) and with whom? Wtaii 
land 



Ckmtains the wretched Hercules, oppreee'd 91i 
Witti neTer-ending woes ? Ah me ! again 
The deadly poison racks me. 

Att. [to Hyllus,] Seest thou not 

Twere better far to hare remained in silence. 
And not awaked him ? 

Htl. 'Twas impossible 

Unmoved to look on such calamity ; M^ 

I could not do it. 

Her. Cenean rocks. 

Where smoke the saoved altars ! Is it thus, 
Jove ! thou dost reward my jMetv ? 
What dreadful punishment is this thy hand 
Hath laid on me, who never eoM deserve 995 

Such bitter wrath t What incantations now, 
What power of medicine, can assuage my pain. 
Unless great Jove assisted ? Health to me 
Without him were a miracle indeed. 
Let me, ! let me rest ; refuse me not 930 

A little slumber: why willye tCMrment me? 
Wlnr bend me forward ? ! 'tis worse than death- 
Had you not waked me, I had been at peace. 
Again it rages with redoubled force, 
'^^ere are you now, ye thankless Grecians ! where. 
Whom I have toilM to serve on the rou^ main, 996 
And through the pathless wood 1 Where are ye now, 
To help the dying wretch 1 Will no kind hand 
Stretch forth the friendly sword, or in the flame 
Consume me ? None, uas ! will cut me off ^ 940 
From hated life. 

Att. O youth ! assist thy lather ; 

It is beyond my strength : thy quicker sight 
May be more useful. 

Htl. My poor aid is ready ; 

But wheresoever I am, His not in me 
To expel the subtile poison that destroys him ; 945 
Such is the will of Jove. 

HsB. My soul VBPi ^i90l\ 

Wbere art tboa t Bearmeup, 9aittita(b\0\ 
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Affain it comes, the imconqiierable ill, 
The dire disease. O Pallas ! aid me now : 
Draw forth thy sword, my son ! strike, strike thy fth 
ther, 950 

And heal the wound thy impious mother made* 
O ! could I see her like myself destroyM, 
I should be happy. Brother of g^reat Jove ! 
Sweet Pluto ! near me. O ! with speedy death 
Lay me to rest, and bury all my woes. 966 

Cho. The anguish of the unhappy man, my friends ! 
Is terrible : I tremble but to hear him. 

Her. What hath this body suffered ! O, the toils, 
The labours I endured, the pangs I felt, 
Unutterable woes ! but never aught 060 

So dreadful as this sore calamity 
Oppress'd Alcides : not the wife of Jove, 
Nor vile Eurystheus could torment me thus, 
A.S, (Eneus ! thy deceitful daughter hath. 
O ! I am tangled in a cruel net 966 

Woven by the Furies ; it devours my Hesh, 
Dries up my veins, and drinks the vital blood. 
My body's withered, and I cannot break 
The indissoluble chain : nor hostile spear. 
Nor earth-born giants, nor the savage herd, 970 
The wild barbarian, nor the Grecian host, 
Not all the nations 1 have journeyM o'er, 
Could do a deed like this : at last I fall. 
Like a poor coward, by a woman's hand, 
UnarmM and unassisted. O my son ! 976 

Now prove thyself the offspring of Alcides, 
Nor let thy reverence of a mother's name 
Surpass thy duty to an injured father. 
Go, bring her hither, give her to my wrath. 
That I may see whom thou wilt most lament, 980 
When thou behold'st my vengeance fall on her. 
Fear not, my son ! but go ; have pity on me. 
Pity thy father : all must pity me, 
While they behold, ev'n as the tender maid, 
Alcidev weep, who never wept before. 96l( 
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I bore my sorrows all without a groan ; 

Bat now thou seest I am a very woman. 

Come near, my child ! O ! think what I endure, 

For 1 will show thee : look on this poor body ; 

Let all behold it. What a sight is here ! 990 

O me ! a^ain the cruel poison tears 

My entrails, nor affords a moment's ease. 

O take me, Pluto ! to thy gloomy reign ; 

Father of lightning ! mighty Jove ! send down 

Tliy bolt, and strike me now ! Again it racks, 995 

It tortures me. O hands, that once had strength ! 

And you, my sinewy arms ! was it by you 

The terrible Nemaean lion fell, 

The dreadful hydra, and the lawless race 

Of centaurs ? Did this wither'd hand subdue 1000 

The £r3rmanthian boar, wide-wasting idague ! 

And from the shades of Orcus drag to light 

The triple-headed monster ? By this arm 

Did the fierce guardian of the golden fruit 

In Liln^a's deserts fall ? Unnumbered toils 1005 

Have I endured of old, and never yet 

Did mortal bear a trophy from Alcides : 

But nerveless now this arm : see from the b(me 

Darts the loose flesh : I waste beneath the power 

Of this dark pestilence. O Hercules ! 1010 

Why boast thy mother sprung of noblest race, 

And vainly call thyself the son of Jove ? 

But mark me well ; this creeping shadow still. 

Poor as it is, shall yet revenge itself 

On her who did the execrable deed. 1015 

Would she were here to feel my wrath ; to know 

And teach mankind that Hercules, though dead, 

As while he lived, can scourge the guilty still ! 



996 NemsB was a wood near Ar^ in Pelopomiefluti whflKV 
Hercules dew a Iku of prodigious size and fierceness. 

1001 Erymanihnswas a mountain of Arcadia, wbeiyiitt^tlM 
slew a wild boar tfaAt infested the country. - - 

Soph.— U 
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Oko* Unhai^ Greece ! how.frilt fhou moom the 

Ofenck^fluo! . 

Htl. Permit roe but to speak, 1090 

DistemperM as thou art, my father ! near me : 
Naught shall I ask unfit for thee to grant. 
Be calm, and listen to me ; yet thou know'st not 
How groundless thy complaints, and what new joy 
Awaits thee still. 

HcR. Be brief, then, and inform me : liM 

My pains afflict me so, I cannot guess 
Thy subtle purpose. 

Htl. Twas to speak of her 

My mother ; twas to tell thee of her state, 
And how unweeting she offended thee. 

Her. Thou worst of children ! wouldst thou then 
defend 1080 

The murder of thy father ? darest thou thus 
Rec^ the sad remembrance of her crime t 

Htl. It must not be concealM : I know too weU 
I can no longer hide it. 

Her. What? HerguHtt 

Tis known already. 

Htl. Thoult not always think so. 10S5 

Her. Speak then, but take good heed thou show 
thyself 
Worthy thy father. 

Htl. Know then, — she is dead. 

Her. 0, dreadful ! murdered ? By what hand t 

Htl. Her own. 

Her. Would she had fallen by mine f 

Htl. Alas, my father. 

Didst thou know all, thy ang^r would be changed 
To pity for her. 

Her. That were strange indeed : 1041 

Why dost thou think so ? 

utl. She did mean thee weU» 

But enfd unknowing 
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HnL •* Meairt she well to ylay * 

Thy father? * * 

Hyl. Thy new marriage was the cante : 

She had prepared a filter for thy love, 1045 

And knew not Hwas a poison. 

HiR. But say, who 

So slull'd in magic arts at Trachis here 
Could giTe her this 1 

Htl. Thy savage centaur Nessut, 

¥nio did persuade her 'twould restore thy lore g 
Oiren to another wife. 

Hnu Undone Alcides ! 1060 

I die, my child ! there is no life for me. 
Alas ! I sea it now ; I see my woes : 
Hyllus, awav ; thy father is no more : 
Begone, and call thy brothers ; call Alcmena, • 
The wife, alas ! in vain the wife of Jove : 1066 

€k>» bring them here, that with my latest breath 
I may declare my fate, long since foretold 
By oracles divine. 

Htl. Alcmena 's gone 

To Tirynth : with her many of thy sons 
Remain : some dwell at Thebes ; the rest are here, 
And wait with me to hear and to obey thee. 1061 

Her. Then listen to me, for the time is come 
When thou must prove thyself indeed my son. 
Know, Jove, my heavenly sire, long since foretold 
I was not bom to perish by the hand 1066 

Of living man, but from some habitant 
Of P]uto*s dark abode should meet my fate. 
The centaur Nessus (so was it fulfiird). 
Though dead, destroyed me ; but PU tell thee more ; 
New oracles confirmed the old : for, know, 1070 
When to the Selli's sacred grove I came 
(The wandering priests, who o'er the mountains 
roam, 

lose TirynfthorTifyiithkwMacityinttMiifligfaboiidioodsf 
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And rest their wearied limbs <ni the cold groiiii4), 

An ancient oak prophetic did declare. 

That if I liTed to this decisive hour, 1075 

Here dl my labours, all my toils should end. 

I thought it told me I should live in peace ; 

Alas ! it only meant that I must die ; 

For death will put an end to every care. . 

Since thus it is, my son, thou too must join 1060 

To ease Alcides : let me not reproach thee : 

But yield thy willing aid, nor e'er forget 

The best of laws,— obedience to a father. 

Htl. Thy words afifright me, but declare fhy 
purpose : 
Behold me ready to perform thy orders* 1086 

Whatever they be. 

Her. First give me then thy hand. 

Htl. But why this pledge, and wherefore ansoas 
thus 
Dost thou require it ! 

Her. Wilt thou give it me, 

Or dost refuse 1 

Htl. There, take it ; I obey. 

Her. First swear then by the head of Jove, my 
sire. 1090 

Htl. I will ; but what 1 

Her. Swear that thou wilt perform 

All I enjoin thee. 

Htl. Bear me witness, Jove ! 

I swear. 

Her. And imprecate the wrath divine. 
If thou perform'st it not. 

Htl. I shall not fail ; 

Bat, if I do, may vengeance swift overtake me ! 1000 

Her. Thou know'st the top of (Eta's sacred hillt 

Htl. I know it well, and many a sacrifice 
Have oiFer'd there. 

Her. That is the destin'd place. 

Where thou, assisted by thy chosen frienas. 
My son I must bear the body of Jdoid»a ; llOO 
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There shalt tboa eof thee many a leafy bnuieh 
From the wild olive and deep-rooted oak ; 
llien cast me on it, take thy torch, and light 
My Ameral pile. Without one tear or groan 
Unmanly do it, if thou art my son : 1106 

For if toon fail'st, remember, after death* 
A father's curses will sit heavy on thee. 
- HvL. Alas, my father! what hast thou com* 

manded I 
What hast thou bade me do ! 

HiR. X What must be done, 

Or thou art not the son of Hercules. 1110 

Htl. a dreadful deed I And must I then become 
A parricide, and murder thee \ 

Hbb. O, no ! 

My kind physician, balm of all my woes. 

Htl. Myself to cast thee in the flames 1 Is that 
An office nt for me 1 

Hbr. If that alone 1116 

Seem dreadful to thee, }ret perform the rest. 

Htl. I'll bear thee thither. 

Her. Wilt thou raise the pHe I 

Htl. I will do any things but be myself 
The executioner. 

HiR. Tis well, m^r son ! 

But one thing more, and I am satisfied ; 1180 

Tis but a litUe. 

Htl, Be it e'er so great, 

I shall obey. 

Her. Thou know'st the virgin daughter 

Of Eurytus % 

Htl. lole ? 

Her. Her, my son. 

Remember, 'tis a father's last command, , 
And thou hast sworn obedience ; that lole 1186 
I do bequeath thee : take her to thy arms. 
When I am dead, and let her be thy wife: 
It is not fitting she, who lay by the side 
Of Hercolai, to any but the aon 

U8 
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Of Henndes should e'er detcend : to^ee - liso 
Alone I yield her. Speak not, hut obey me : 
After thy kind compliance, to refuse 
So slight a fsTOur were to cancel alL 

Hyl. Alas! distempered as he is* to chide him [atUe. 
Were most unkind; and yet, what madness this! 1136 

Her. Thou wiU not do it» then 1 

Htu What! many her 

' Who slew my mother 1 Her, who hath brought 
thee 
To this sad state t It were an act of phrensy : 
Death be my portion rather than to live 
With those I hate. 

Her. [turning to the Chorus.] He will not pay ms 
then 1140 

The duty which he owes a dying father : 
B«t, if thou dost not, curses from the gods 
Await thee. 

Htl. O, thou ravest : it is the rage 

Of thy distemper makes thee talk so wildly. , 

Her. Thou hast awaken'd all my woes ; again 
They torture now. 

HiTL. Alas, what doubts arise, 1146 

What fears perplex me ! 

Her. Meanest thou to dispute 

A father's will! 

Htl. Must I then learn of thee 

Trf do a wicked deed 1 

Her. It is not wicked 

If I request it of thee. 

Htl. Is it just? 1150 

Her. It is : the gods are witnesses 'tis just 

Htl. Then by those gods I swear I will per- 
form 
What thou command'st : I nerer can be deem'd 
Or base or impious for obeying thee. 

Her. 'Tis well, my son! one added kindness 
more, 1155 

And I am satisfied*. ^Bslcice«thtstaiei» 



TRACHINIJB. — ^ACT V. 386 

Of dire convulsion and the pangs of madness 
Again attack Vne, throw me on the pile. 
Haste then, and bear me to it ; there at last 1109 
I shall have peace, and rest from all my sorrows. 

Hyl. Since 'tis thy will, my father, we submit. 

Her. Now, ere the dreadful malady return, 
Be firm, my soul ! ev'n as the harden'd steel ; 
Suspend thy cries, and meet the fatal blow 1164 
With Joy and pleasure. Bear me hence, my friends, 
For you have shown yourselves mv friends indeed, 
And proved the base mgratitude of those 
From whom I sprang, the cruel gods, who saw 
Unmoved the woes of their unhappy son. 
lis not in mortal to foresee his fate ; 1170 

Mine is to them disgraceful, and to me 
Most terrible ; to me, of all mankind 
The most distress'd, the poor, the lost Alcides, 

Cho. lole, come not forth, unhappy virgin ! 
Already hast thou seen enough, of wo, 1175 

And yet fresh sorrows wait Uiee ; but remember, 
AU is decreed, and all the work of Jove. 

1174 lole, we may suppose, is coming on the stage, anzioos 
to know the fate of Hercules ; but is stopped by the Chorus, 
and prevented from being a witness of the melancholy scene. 
Hercules is led out by Hyllus, who had promised to accampany 
him to Mount (Eta, where he expired. 
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DRAKATTS PBRSONJl. 

OtDiPVf , Ung of Thebes. 
JooAtTi| wife of (Edipui. 
Cbion, brother to Jocatta. 
' 1 TxBBiuf , a blind prophet of Thibet. 

A SBirBBBD from Oorinth. 
kA MiuiiroiB. 

An Old SaiPHiBP^ formerly belonging to Laiqi. 
High PBiatTof Japiter. 
Chobui, compoeed of the prieata and ancaent man of 

ThiA)ea, Theban youtha, children of (Ed^pnia, at* 

tendanta, dee. 



(EDIPUS TYRANNUS. 



ARGUMENT. 

liiius, king of Thebes, haying learned from the oracle of Apdlo* 
that he was destined to perish by the hand of iKia son, con^ 
manded his wife Jocasta to destroy her infant as soon as it came* 
into the world. The mother accordingly gave the child to a 
domestic, with orders to expose him on Mount CithKKNv 
where he was found by one of the shepherds of Polybus, king 
of Corinth; who, having no children, determined, by the a£ 
▼ice of his'queen, to keep the boy in ign<»rance of the circum^ 
stances of his birth, and educate him as his own son. When 
(Edipus had anived at years of maturity, he went to consult 
the oracle, which terri^ed him with the intelligcoice that he 
would conmut parricide and incest. He now therefore re- 
solred to return to Corindi no more ; and travelling towards 
FhociSf met Laius, and, in a dispute which ensued; slew him. 
As (Edipus was ignorant of the rank and quality of the man 
whom he had killed, he was attracted to Thebes by the report 
of the sphinx : ti^e overthrow of which monster raised hmi to 
the thnne,«wnile the prophecy was cempieted by his nnptiala 
with the widow of llaius, by whom he had four children. 
The Theban territories were at length desolated by a plague, 
which the otacle declared should cease when- the murderer of 
Lains was banished from BoBotia. After a minute' investiga- 
tion, the dreadful secret was at length divulged ; and Jocasta 
jNit aperiod to her existence, while (Edipus depiived himself 

est, bamshed tan Theba» 



of sight, and was, at hii own lequi 

99 the ordw ef Cwon, thebiothif oi U f mUm , H^ ibmm^ 

iamid the friw of goVerttdwot. 
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ACT I. 

Scene, Thebes before Ae palace of (Edipui, 

OEDIPUS, HIOH-PRIBST OF JUPITBR. 

(Edi. O mt loved sons ! the youthful progeny 
Of ancient Cadmus ! wherefore sit you here, 
And suppliant thus, with sacred boughs adom'd, 
Crowd to our altars 1 Frequent sacrifice, 
And prayers, and sighs, and sorrows fill the land. 5 
I could have sent to learn the fatal cause : 
But see, your anxious sovereign comes himself 
To know it all from you : behold your king, 
Renowned (Edipus. Do thou, old man 
(For best that office suits thy years), inform me 10 
Why you are come. Is it the inresent ill 
That calls you here, or dread of future wo % 
Hard were indeed the heart that did not feel 
For grief like yours, and pity such distress. 
If there be aught that CEdipus can do 15 

To serve his people, know me for your friend. 

Priest. O king ! thou seest what numbers throng 
thy altars. 
Here, bending sad beneath the weight of years. 
The hoary priests, here crowd the chosen youUi 
Of Thebes, with these a weak and suppliant train 90 
Of helpless infants : last, in me behold 
The minister of Jove : far off thou seest 
Assembled multitudes, with laurel crowned. 
To where Minerva's hallow'd temples rise 
Frequent repair, or where Ismenus laves 5)5 

Apollo's facred shrine. Too weU thou know'st, 

1 (EdipuB, alarmed at the groans and lamentations of hisMO* 
pie thronging to the altar, comes out of his palace toinqoiie mto 
the cause of their distress. He calls his subjects the pi 
G^dmiu, who was the founder of Thebes; abbiit fmo 
years biefore his time. 
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Thy wretched Thebes^ with dreadful storms op- 

pressM, 
Scarce lifts her head above the whelming flood : 
The teeming earth her blasted harvest mourns, 
And on the barren plain the flocks and herds 30 
Unnumbered perish ; dire abortion thwarts 
The mother^s hopes, and painful she brings forth 
. The half-formed infant ; baleful pestilence 
Hath laid onr city waste ; the flery god 
Stalks o'er deserted Thebes ; whiie, with onr groans 
Enrich'd, the gloomy god of Erebus 36 

Triumphant smiles. OCEdipus! to thee 
We bend : behold these youths ; with me they kneel, 
And suppliant at thy altars sue for aid, 
To thee, the first of men, and only less 40 

Than they, whose favour thou alone canst gain. 
The ffods above : thy wisdom yet may heal 
The deep-felt wounds, and make the powers divine 
Propitious to us. Thebes long since to thee 
Her safety owed, when, from the sphinx deliver'd. 
Thy grateful people saw thee, not by man 46 

But by the gods instructed, save the land. 
Now, then, thou best of kings ! assist us now : 
O ! by some mortal or immortal aid 
Now succour the distressed ! On wisdom oft 60 
And prudent counsels, in the hour of ill, ' 

Success awaits. O dearest prince ! support, 
Relieve thy Thebes ; on thee, its saviour once, 
; Affain it calls : now, if thou wouldst not see 
' The memory perish of thy former deeds, 55 

Let it not call in vain ; but rise, and save. 

45 The ipbinx, according to poetical history, was a monster 
with the ftce of a woman, wings of a bird, body of ft dog, and 
claws like a lion : she dwelt near Thebes, and every day de- 
stroyed many people. The oracle declared that she coald nerer 
be conauered till some one was fomid that could ezpoand a cer- 
tain liaale which she proposed. After many unsuccessful at- 
tenipls. €E!dipo8 came, and explamed it ; the sphinx was de- 
strofBO, the uition dehrered, and (Edipus rewaraed for it with 
tha niitaiof Thebef. 

Sora.— X 
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With happiest omens once, and fair success. 

We saw tnee crownM : O! be thyself again, 

And may thy will and fortune be the same ! 

If thou art yet to reign, O king ! remember, 60 

Asovereign^sriches is a peopled reakn^ 

For what will ships or lofty towers avail, 

UnarmM with men to guard and to defend them ! 

(^Di. O my unhappy sons t too well I know 
Your sad estate ; I Know the woes of Thebes : 65 
Andyet among you lives not such a wretch 
As (£dipus ; for O ! on me, my children ! 
Your sorrows press. Alas! I feel for you. 
My people, for myself, for Thebes, for all. 
Think not I slept regardless of your ills ; 70 

no ; with many a tear I wept your fate. 
And oft in meditation deep revolved 

How best your peace and safety to restore. 
The only medicine that my thoughts coiUd find 

1 have administered : Menoeceus' son, 75 
The noble Creon, went by my command 

To Delphi, from Apollo's shrine to know 

Wliat must be done to save this wretched kmd, 

'Tis time he were returned ; I wonder much 

At his delay : if, when he comes, your king 80 

Perform not all the god enjoins, then say 

He is the worst of men. 

Prubst* Oking! thy words 

Are gracious ; and, if right these youths inform mer 
Creon is here. 

GSoi. O Phoebus ! grant he come 

With tidings cheerful as the smile he weaca? 85 

Priist. He is the messenger of good ; for see. 
His brows are crownM with lanrel. 

CEdi. We shall JBOOn 

Be satisfied : he comes. 

Enter Crion, Chorus. 

My dearest Creon ! 
O! say, what answer bear'st thou fipom tbe fod I 
Or food or iQ^ 
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Cri. Good, very goo,d ; for know, 90 

The worst of ills, if rightly used, may prove 
The means of happiness. 

(Edi. What says my friend I 

This answer gives me naught to hope or fear. 

Csi. Shall we retire, or virould you that I speak. 
Inmiblicheret 

GBdi. Before them all declare it : 96 

Their woes sit heavier on me than my own. 

Csi. Then mark what I have heard: the god 
commands 
That instant we drive forth the fatal cause 
Of this dire pestilence, nor nourish here 
The accursed monster. 

(Edi. Who? what monster? how IdO 

Remove it t 

Csi. Or by banishment, or death : 

Life must be given for life ; for yet his blood 
Rests on the city. 

(Eoi. Whose ? what means the god 1 

Ore. O king ! before thee Laius ruled o'er Thebes. 

(Edi. I know he did, though I did ne'er behold 
him. 105 

Crs. liaius was slaid, and on his murderers 
<So Phoebus says) we musi have vengeance. 

(Edi. Where, 

Where are tiie murderers t who shall trace the guilt 
Buried so long in silence ! 

Orb. Here, he said, 

Ev'n in this land : what's sought for may be found ; 
But truth, unsearch'd for, seldom comes to light. Ill 

4Edl How did he fall, and wherel at home, 
abroad? 
Died he at Thebes, or in a foreign land ? 

Orb. He left his palace, fame reports, to seek 
SUnne oracle ; since that we ne'er beheld him. 116 

(Edi. But did no messenger return ! Not one 
Of all his train, of whom we might inquirs 
Touching this murder 1 
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Cub. One, and one alone, 

Came back, idio, flying, 'scaped the general alang^ 

ter; 
But nothing, save one little circumstance, 190 

Or knew, or e'er related. 

CBdi. What was that t 

Much may be leamM from that ; a tittle dawn/ 
Of tight apypearing, may discover all. 

Ore. Laius, attacked by robbers, and Of^pvesa'd 
By nwnber, fell ; such is his tale. 

CEdl Would they,— 196 

Would robbers do so desperate a deed, 
Unbribed and unassisted ? 

Ore. So indeed 

8us[Mcion whisper'd then ; but, Laius dead. 
No friend was found to vindicate the wrong. 

(Edi. But what strange cause could stop inquiry 
thus 130 

Into the murder of a king ? 

Ore. The sphinx : 

Her dire enigma kept our thought intent 
On present ills, nor gave us time to search 
The past mysterious deed. • 

(Edi. Myself will try 

Soon to unveil it : thou, Apollo ! well, 135 

And well hast thou, my Creon! lent thy aid; 
Your GSdipus shall now perform his ^ii : 
Yes, I will fight for Phoebus and my country, 
And so I ought ; for not to friends alone 
Or kindred owe I this, but to myself. 140 

Who murder'd him perchance would murder me ; 
His cause is mine ; wherefore, my children ! rise. 
Take hence your supptiant boughs, and summon 

here 
The race of Cadmus, my assembled people. 
Naught shall be left untried : Apollo leads, 145 

And we will rise to joy, or sink for ever. 

Priest. Haste tiien, my sons ! for this we hither 
came; 
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About it quick ; and may the god, who sent 

This oracle j protect, defend, uid save us ! [ExetmL 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

O, thou great oracle divine ! 160 

Who didst to happy Thebes remove, 
9 From Delphi^s golden shrine, 

And in sweet sounds declare the will of Jove ; i 
Daughter of hope ! O ! sooth my soul to rest, 
And calm the rising tumult in my breast. 156 

Look down, O Phoebus ! on thy loved abode ; 
Speak, for thou know'st the dark decrees of fate, 
Our present and our future state. 

O Delian ! be thou still our healing god ! 

ANTI8TR0PHR I. 

Minerva! first on thee I call, 100 

Daughter of Jove, immortal maid ; 

Low beneath thy feet we fall : 
O ! bring thy sister Dian to our aid. 
Goddess of Thebes ! from thjr imperial throne 
Look with an eye of gentle pity down ; 166 

And thou* far-shootm^ PhoBbus ! once the friend 
Of this unhappy, this devoted land ; 
O ! now, if ever, let thy hand 
Once more he stretched to save and to defend. 

STROPHR n. 

Great Thebes, my sons ! is now no more ; 170 
' She falls, and ne'er again shall rise ; 
J>f aoght can her health or strength restore ; 

The mighty nation sinks, she droops, she diet. 
Stripped of her fruits behold the barren earth: 
The nalf-formM infant struggles for a birth ; 17 ' 
The mother sinks, unequal to her pain : 
While, quick as birds in airy circles fly. 
Or lightnings from an angry sky, 
Crowds press on crowds to Plnto^s dark domain. 

X9 
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AMTISTftOFBB U. 

BshokU what heaps of wretches alaiiiy 180 

Unburied, unlamented lie ; 
Nor parents now nor friends remain 
To grace their deaths with pious obsequy ; 

gie aged matron and the blooming wife, 
nn^ to the altars, sue for added life. 185 

With sighs and groans united, Psans rise ; 
Re-edioed still doth great Apollo^s name 
Their sorrows and their waAts prodaim 
Frequent to him ascends the sacnfice. 

STROPHE III. 

Haste, then, Minerva ! beauteous maid ! 190 

Descend in this afflictive hour ; 
Haste to thy d3ring people's aid ; 

Drive hence this baneful, this destructive power, 1 
Who comes not arm'd with hostile sword or shield. 
Yet strews with many a corse the ensanguined field. 

To Amphitrite's wide-extending bed, 106 

O ! drive me, goddess, from thy favourite land ; 
Or let him, by thy dread command, 

Bury in Thracian waves his ignominious head 

ANTISTROPHB UI. 

Father of all, immortal Jove ! SKM) 

O ! now thy fiery terrors send ; 

From thy dreadful stores above 
Let lightnings blast him, and let thunders rend. 
And thou, O Lydian king ! thy aid impart ; 
^Bflsid from thy golden bow the unerring dart ; SOS 

Smile, chaste Diana ! on this loved abode, 
While Theban Bacchus joins the maddening throng. 
O god of wine, and mirth, and song ! 
Now with thy torch destroy the base, inglorious 
god. [Exemi 

909 Baochuv 10 always described with torches : probsblj in 
remembrance of bis biith, as being bom in flames, vAmsi his 
mother Semele was consomed by Jove's lightning. 
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ACT 11. 

(Sdipus, Chorus, the People assembled, 

(Edl Your prayers are heard ; and, if yoo. wiU 
obey .210 

Your king, and hearken to his words, you soon 
Shall find relief: myself will heal your woes. 
I was a stranger to the dreadful deed, 
A stranger ev^n to the report till now ; , 

And yet, without some traces of the crime, , 215 
I shoidd not urge this matter ; therefore hear me. 
I speak to all the citizens of Thebes, 
Myself a citizen ; observe me well : 
If any kpow the murderer of Laiqs, 
Let him reveal it ; I command you all ; 2SQ 

But if, restrained by dread punishment. 
He hide the secret, let him fear no more ; 
For naught but exile shall attend the crime. 
Whene'er confessed : if by a foreign hand 
The horrid deed was done, who points him out 225 
Commands our thanks, and meets a sure reward ; 
BHt if there be who knows the murderer. 
And yet conceals him from us, mark his fate. 
Which here I do pronounce ; let none receive, 
Throughout my kingdom, none hold converse with 
him, 230 

N<yr offer prayer, nor sprinkle o'er his head 
The sacred cup ; let him be driven from all, 
By all abandoned, and by all accursed ; 
For so liie Delphic oracle declared : 
And therefore to the gods I pay this duty, 236 

And to the dead. O ! may the guilty wretch, 
Whether alone, or by his impious firiends 

231 Before the sacrifice, it was customary for those who par* 
took of it to wash their hands together in the lustral water, 
with which they were afkerwaid sprinkled by the priests, bj 
way of purification ; to be denied this, was always consideMa 
M a man of joiit jod infiuny. 
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Assisted, he perform^ the horrid deed, 

Denied the common benefits of nature, 

Wear out a painful life ! and, O ! if here, 940 

Within my palace I conceal the traitor, 

On me and mine alight the vengeful curse ! 

To you, my people ! I commit the care 

Of this important business ; 'tis my cause. 

The cause of Heaven, and your expiring country. 

Ev^n if the god had naught declared, to leave 346 

This crime unexpiated were most ungrateful: 

He was the best of kings, the best of men ; 

That sceptre now is mine which Laius bore : 

His wife is mine ; so would his children be, S60 

Did any live ; and therefore am I bound* 

f^'n as he were my father, to revenge him. 
es, I will try to find this murderer ; 
I owe it to the son of Labdacus, 
To Polydorus, Cadmus, and the race 965 

Of great Agenor. O ! if yet there are 
Who will not join me in the pious deed ; 
From such may Earth withhold her annual store, 
And barren be their bed, their life most wretched, 
And their death cruel as the pestilence 360 

That wastes our city ; but on you, my ThebanB ! 
Who wish us fair success, may Justice smile 
Propitious, and the gods for ever bless ! 

Gho. O king ! thy imprecation unappall'd 
I hear, and join thee, guiltless of the crime, 965 
Nor knowing who committed it. The god 
Alone, who gave the oracle, must clear 
Its doubtful sense, and point out the offender. 

<£ni. Tis tme ; but who shall force the powers 
divine 
To speak their hidden purpose ? 

Cho. One thing more, 370 

If I might speak. 

(Edi. Say on« whatever thy mind 

ShaU dictate to thee. 
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All-knowinff PhoDbus, so to mortal men . 
Doth sag^ Tiresias in foreknowledge sure 
Shine forth pre-eminent : perchance his aid 976 
Midit much avail us. 

&DL Creon did suggest 

The same expedient, and by his tdvice 
Twice have I sent for this Tiresias ; much 
I wonder that he comes not. 

Cho. ^is most fitting 

We do consult him ; for the idle tales 880 

Which rumour spreads are not to be regarded. 

CEm. What are those tales? for naught should 
we despise. 

Cho. 'Tis said, some travellers did attack the 
king. 

(Edi. It is: but still no proof sqppears. 

Cho. And 3^ 

If it be 80, thy dreadful execration S85 

WiU force the guilty to confess. 

GSdl O no ! 

Who fears not to commit the crime will ne'er 
Be frighted at the curse that follows it. 

Cho. Behold, he comes, who will discover all ! 
The holy prophet, see ! They lead him hither : 800 
He knows the truth, and will reveal it to us. 

Enter Tirbsus. 

GSdl O saae Tiresias ! thou, who knowest all 
ThaX can be known, the things of heaven above 
And earth below ; whose mental eye beholds, ; 

Blind as thou art, the state of dying Thebes, 806 
And weeps her fate ; to thee we look for aid ; 
On thee alone for safety we depend. 
This answer, which perchance thou hast not heard, 
Apollo gave : The plague, he said, should cease, 
When those who murderM Laius were discovered, 
And paid the forfeit of their crime by death 301 
Or banishment O ! do not then conceal 
Aught that thy art prophetic, from the lligfat 
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Of birds or other omens, may disclose. 

O ! save thjrself, save this afflicted city, 806 

Save CBdipus, avenge the guiltless dead 

From this pollution ! Thou art all our hope ; 

Remember, His the privilege, of man. 

His noblest ftmction, to assist the wretched. 

Tib. Alas ! what misery it is to know, 810 

When knowledge is thus fatal ! O Tiresias ! 
Thou art undone. Would I had never come ! \ 

(Em. What sayest thou t Whence this stnngo 

dejection 1 Speak. 
TiR. Let me be gone; 'twere better for vm both 
That I retire in silence : be advised. 815 

CBdi. It is ingratitude to Thebes, who bore 
And cherish'd thee ; it is unjust to all, 
To hide the will of Heaven. 

Tuu Tis rash in thee 

To ask, and rash I fear will prove my answer. 

Cho. O ! do not, by the gods, conceal it from us : 
Suppliant we all request, we all conjure thee. 891 
TiR. You know not what you ask : I*U not unveil 
Your miseries to you. 

(Edi. Know'st thou then our fate» 

And will not tell it ? Meanest thou to betray 
Thy country and thy king ? 

TiR. I would not make 836 

Myself and thee unhappy : why thus blame 
My tender care, nor listen to my caution ? 
CBdi. Wretch as thou art, thou wouldst pforoke a 
I stone. 

Inflexible and cruel, still implored, ' 

And still refusing. 

TiR. Thou condemn'st my warmth, 830 

Forgetful of thy own. 

CBdi. Who would not rage. 

To see an injured people treated thus 
With vile contempt ? 

Tia. What is decreed by Heavta 

Must come to pass, though I reveal it not* 
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CBoi. still His thy duty to inform 118 of it. 335 

Tnt. Ill speak no more, not though thine anger 
swell 
£T*n to its utmost. 

(Edi. Nor will I be silent. 

I tell thee, once for all, thou wert thyself 
Accomplice in this deed ; nay more, I think. 
But for thy blindness, wouldst with thine own hand 
Have done it too. 341 

Tib. Tis well ; now hear Tiresias : 

The sentence, which thou didst thyself proclaim, 
Fadls on thyself: henceforth shall never man 
Hold converse with thee, for thou art accursed ; 
The guilty cause of this our city's woes. 345 

(Edi. Audacious traitor ! thiju^st thou to eaeape 
The hand of vengeance ? 

TuL , Yes, I fear thee not ; 

For truth is stronger than a tyrant's arm. 

(Edi. Whence didst thou learn this? Was it from 
thy art? 

Tnu I leam'd it from thyself: thou didst compel 
me 350 

To speak, unwilling as I was. 

(Edi. Once more 

Repeat it then, that I may know my fate 
More idainly still. 

ToL Is it not plain already. 

Or mean'st thou but to tempt me ! 

(Em. No; but say, 

8peak it again* 

Tia. Again then I declare 355 

Thou art th3r8elf the murderer whom thoo seek'st . 

(Kdu a second time thou ahalt not pass unpon- 
ishM. 

Tnu What wouldst thou say, if I should tell thee 
aUI 

(Edi. Say what thou wilt ; for all is hkie. 

ToL Knowthen, 

Thai (S^ipwi in dwmefal bonds UBited 360 
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With those he lores, nncoiiBcioas of his fpHfif 
Is yet most guilty. 

GBdi. Darest thou ntter more. 

And hope for pardon % 

Tib. Yes, if there be strength 

In sacred tmth. 

(Edi. But tmth dwells not in thae : 

Thy body and thy mind are dark aUke, S05 

For both are blind ; thy every sense is lost. 

TiR. Thon dost upbraid me with the loss of ttat 
For which thyself ere long shall meet reiHroach 
From every tongue. 

CEdi. Thou blind and impious traitor ! 

Thy darkness is thy safeguard, or this hour 870 
Had been thy last. 

TiR. It is not in nay fate 

To fall by thee ; Apollo guards his priest. 

GSdi. Was this the tale of Oreon, or thy own? 

TiR. Creon is guiltless, and the crime is thine. 

(Edi. O riches, power, dominion, and thon far 375 
Above them all, the best of human blessings. 
Excelling wisdom, how doth envy love 
To follow and oppress you ? This fair kingdom, 
Which, by the nation's choice and not my ovm, 
I here possess, Creon, my faithful friend 380 

(For such 1 thought him once), would now wrest 

from me. 
And hath suborned this vile impostor here. 
This wand'ring h3T)0crite, of sharpest sight 
When interest prompts, but ignorant aiid blind 
When fools consult him. Tell me, prophet ! wfaiBre 
Was all thy art, when the abhorred sphinx 388 

Alarm'd our city 1 Wherefore did not then 
Thy wisdom save us ? Then the man divine 
Was wanting ; but thy birds refused their omens ; 
Thy god was silent : then came (Edipus, 390 

This poor, unlearned, uninstructed sage. 
Who not from birds uncertain omens drew, 
Ant by his own sagacious mind explored 
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TheUldfln mystery ; and now thou contest 

To cast me from the throne my wisdom gain'd, 395 

And ^lare with Creon my divided empire. 

But you should both lament your ill-got power, 

You and your bold compeer ; for thee, this moment, 

But that I bear respect unto thy age, 

I'd make thee rue thy execrable purpose. 40C 

Cho. You both are angry, therefore both to blame : 
Much rather should you join, with friendly zeal 
And mutual ardour, to explore the will 
Of all-deciding Heaven. 

TiR* What though thou rulest 

O'er Thebes despotic, we are equal here ; 405 

• I am Apollo's subject, and not thine ; 
Nor want I Creon to protect me. No ; 
I tell thee, king ! this blind Tiresias tells thee, 
Seeing thou seest not, know'st not where thou art, 
What, or with whom. Canst thou inform me who 
Thy parents are, and what thy horrid crimes 411 
'Gainst thy own race, the living and the dead 1 
A father's and a mother's curse attend thee. 
Soon shall their furies drive thee from the land. 
And leave thee dark like me : what mountain then, 
Or conscious shore, shall not return the groans 416 
Of (Edipus, and echo to his woes ? 
When thou shalt look on the detested bed, 
And in that haven where thou hopest to rest, 419 
Shalt meet with storm and tempest ; then what ills 
Shall fall on thee and thine ! Now vent thy rage 
On old Tiresias and the guiltless Creon : 
We shall be soon avenged, for ne'er did Heaven 
Cut off a wretch so base, so vile as thou art. 424 

GBdi. Must I bear this from thee ? Away^ begone! 
Home, villain, home ! 

TiR. I did not come to thee 

Unsentfor. 

(£di. Had I thought thou wouldst have thus 

Insulted me, I had not csul'd thee hither. 

8oPH.— Y 
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TiR. Perhaps thou hold'st Tiresias as a fool 
And madman ; but thy parents thought me wise. 

(Edi. My parents, saidst thou ? Speak ! who were 
my parents ? 431 

TiR. This day, that gives thee hfe, shall give thee 
death. 

(Edi. Still dark, and still perplexing are the words 
Thou utter'st. 

Tib. 'Tis thy business to unriddle, 

And therefore thou canst best interpret them. 435 

(Edi. Thou dost reproach me for my virtaes. 

TiR. They, 

And thy good fortune, have undone thee. 

(Edi. Since 

I sav'd the city, Fm content. 

TiR. FarewelL 

Boy, lead me hence. 

&DI. Away with him, for here 

His presence but disturbs us ; being gone, 440 

We shall be happier. 

TiR. (Edipus ! I go ; 

But first inform thee (for 1 fear thee not) 
Wherefore 1 came : know, then, I came to tell thee. 
The man thou seek^st, the man on whom thou 

pour'dst 
Thy execrations, ev'n the murderer 445 

Of Laius, now is here ; a seeming stranger. 
And yet a Theban. He shall suffer soon 
For all his crimes : from light and affluence driven 
To penury and darkness, poor and blind, 
ProppM on his staff, and from his native land 450 
Expeird, I see him in a foreign clime 
A helpless wanderer ; to his sons at once 
A father and a brother ; child and husband 
Of her from whom he sprang. Adulterous, 
Incestuous parricide ! now fare thee well ; 455 

432 That is, " This day, which shall discover who thy pa- 
rents are that gave thee life, shall also, by that discovery, caose 
thy death, when tkiovx CtYvaiVV^ found the murderer of thy father." 
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GOf learn the truth ; and, if it be not so, 

Say I have ne^er deserved the name of prophet. 

CHORUS. 
8TR0PHR I. 

When will the guilty wretch appear, 
Whom Delphi^s sacred oracle demands ; 

Author of crimes too black for mortal ear, 460 
Dipping in royal blood his sacrilegious hands 1 
Swift as the storm by rapid whirlwinds driven, 
Quick let him fly the impending wrath of Heaven ; 
For lo, the angry son of Jove, 
ArmM with r^ lightnings from above, 465 
Pursues the murderer with immortal hate, 
And round him spreads the snares of unrelenting 
fate. 

ANTISTROPHR I. 

From steep Parnassus* rocky cave, 
CoverM with snow, came forth the dread command; 

Apollo thence his sacred mandate gave, 470 

To search the man of blood through every land. 
Silent and sad the weary wanderer roves 
O'er pathless rocks and solitary groves^ 
Hoping to ^scape the wrath divine 
Denounced from great Apollo's shrine : 475 
Vain hopes to 'scape the fate by Heaven decreed 
For vengeance hovers still o'er his devoted head* 

STROPHE u. 

Tiresias, famed for wisdom's lore, 
Hath dreadfid ills to CEdipus divined ; 

And as his words mysterious I explore, 480 

Unnumber'd doubts perplex my anxious mind : 
Now raised by hope, and now with fears oppressed. 
Sorrow iind joy alternate fill my breast. 

How should these hapless kings be foes, 
When never strife between them rose ? 486 
Or why should Laius, slain by hands unknown. 
Bring foul disgrace on Polybus' unhappy son 1 
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▲NTI8TR0PHE II. 

From Ph^bns and all-seeinff Jove 
If aught can be bid of actions here below; 

But earthly (irophets may deceitful prove, 400 
And little more than other mortals know. 
Though much in wisdom man doth man excel, 
In all that ^9 human error still must dwell. 
« Could he commit the bloody deed, 
• Who from the sphinx our city freed % 496 

O no ! he never shed the guiltless blood ; 
The sphinx declares him wise, and innocent, and 
good. [Exeunt. 
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CREON, CHORUS. 

Cre. O citizens ! with grief I hear your king 
Hath blasted the fair fame of guiltless Creon, 
And most unjustly brands me with a crime 500 

My soul abhors. While desolation spreads 
On every side, and universal ruin 
Hangs o'er the land, if I in word or deed 
Could join to swell the woes of hapless Thebes, 
I were unworthy, nay, I would not wish 606 

To live another day. Alas, my friends ! 
Thus to be deem'd a traitor to my country, 
To you, my fellow- citizens, to all 
That hear me ; O, His infamy and shame ! 
I cannot, will not bear it. 

Cho. 'Twas the effect 510 

Of sudden anger only ; what he said, 
But could not think. 

Cre. Who told him 1 suborn'd 

The prophet to speak falsely 1 What could raise 
This vile suspicion 1 

Cho. Such he had, but whence 

I know not. 

Cre. TalkM he thus with firm composure 515 
And confidence of nvvii^^ 
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Cbo. I cannot say : 

Tis not for me to know the thoughts of kmg% 
Or judge their actions : but, behokl, he comes. ' ^ 

Enter CBdipus. - 

(Edi. Ha ! Creon here t And darest thou thus 
approach 519 

My palace ? thou, who wouldst have murderM me. 
And taken my kingdom 1 By the gods, I ask thee 
(Answer me ! traitor), didst thou think me fool 
Or coward, that I could not see thy arts, 
Or had not strength to vanquish them 1 What mad- 
ness, 
What strange infatuation, led thee on, 525 

Without or force or friends, to grasp at empire. 
Which only their united force can give ? 
What wert thou doing \ 

Crb. Hear what I shall answer, 

Then judge impartial. 

(Em. Thou canst talk it well, 

But I shall ne*er attend to thee ; thy guilt 530 

Is plain ; thou art my deadliest foe. 

Crs. But hear 

What I shall urge. 

(Edl Say not thou art innocent. 

Cic. If self-opinion, void of reason, seem 
Conviction to thee, know, thou err'st most grossly. 

GBdi. And thou more grossly, if thou thuik'st to 
pass 535 

UnpumshM for this injury to thy friend. 

CiB. I should not, were I guilty ; but what crime 
Have I committed ! Toll me. 

(Edi. Wert not thou 

The man who urged me to require the aid 
Of your all-knowing prophet 1 

Cbc. True, I was ; 540 

I did persuade you : so I would again. 

CSdi. How long is it since Laius — 

Ou. Laius! what I 

Y2 
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(Edi. Since Laiiis fell by liands unknown % 

Ore. a long, 

Long tract of yean* 

(Edi Was this Tiresias then 

A prophet ? 

Crb. Ay, in wisdom and in fame, 646 

As now, excelling. 

(Edi. Did he then say anght 

Concerning me ? 

Crb. I never heard he did. 

(Edi, Touching this murder, did you ne'er inquire 
Who were the authors ? 

Crb. Doubtless ; but in vain. 

(Edi. Why did not the same prophet then inform 
you ? 5d0 

Crb. I know not that, and when I'm ignorant 
Fm always silent. 

(Edi. What concerns thyself 

At least thou know'st, and therefore shouldst de* 
clare it. 

Cre. What is it 1 speak ; and if 'tis in my power, 
I'll answer thee. 

(Edi. Thou know'8t,if this Tiresias 655 

Had not combined with thee, he would not thus 
Accuse me as the murderer of Laius. 

Cre. What he declares thou best canst tell ; of 
me, 
What thou requirest, myself am yet to learn. 

(Edi. Go, learn it, then ; but ne'er shalt thou dis- 
cover 660 
That (Edipus is guilty. 

Cre. Art not thou 

My sister's husband ? 

(Edi. Granted. 

Cre. Join'd with her. 

Thou rules t o'er Thebes. 

CEdi. *T\% VcMtfi^ and all the asks 

Most freely do 1 gWeYiet. 

In honour next to yow^ 



<XDIPV8 TyitAlfinr8.<^ACT DL S59 

OBdi. Thou art, and therefore 565 

The more ungrateful. 

Crb. Hear what I shall plead, 

And thou wilt never think so : tell me, prince, 
Is there a man who would prefer a throne, 
With all its dangers, to an equal rank 
In peace and safety ? I am not of those 670 

Who choose the name of king before the power ; 
Fools only make such wishes ; I have all 
From thee, and fearless I enjoy it all. 
Had I the sceptre, often must I act 
Against my will. Know, then, I am not yet 575 
So void of sense and reason as to quit 
A real 'vantage for a seeming good. 
Am I not happy ? am I not revered. 
Embraced, and loved by all ? To me they come 
Who want thy favour, and by me acquire it : 690 
What then should Creon wish for 1 Shall he leave 
All this for empire ! Bad desires corrupt 
The fairest mind : I never entertain^ 
A thought so vile, nor would I lend my aid 
To forward such base purposes. But go 585 

To Delphi ; ask the sacred oracle 
If I have spoke the truth : if there you find 
That with the prophet I conspired, destroy 
The guilty Creon : not thy voice alone 
Shall then condemn me, for myself will join 590 
In the just sentence ; but accuse me not 
(^ weak suspicion's most uncertain test. 
Justice would never call the wicked good. 
Or brand fair virtue with the name of vice, 
Unmerited : to cast away a friend 606 

Faithful and just, is to deprive ourselves 
Of life and being, which we hold most dear : 
But time, and time alone, revealeth all ; 
That only shows the good man's excellence : 
A day sufficeth to unmask the w\c\ied. ^i^^ 

Cho. Oking! his caution menlA'VOxnt^^l^x^*^ 
Who judge in liaate do seldom judge wif^X. 



900 80PH00LS8. 

(Edl When they are quick who plot against my 
life, 
Tie fit I should be quick in my defence : 
If I am tame and silent, all they wish 605 

Will soon be done, and (Edipus must falL 

CiB. What wouldst thou have? my banishment? 

(Em. Thy death. 

Ore. But first inform me wherefore I should die. 

(Edi. Dost thou rebel then? Wilt thou not sub- 
mit? 

Ore. Not when I see thee thus deceived. 

(Edi. Tis fit 610 

I should defend my own. 

Crb. And so should I* 

(Edi. Thou art a traitor. 

Cre. What, if I should prove 

I am not so ? 

(Edi. a king must be obey'd 

Cre. Not if his orders are unjust. 

(Edi. O Thebes ! 

O citizens ! 

Cre. I too can caU on Thebes : 615 

She is my country. 

Cho. O ! no more, my lords ! 

For, see, Jocasta comes in happiest hour 
To end your contest. 

Enter Jocasta. 

Joe. Whence this sudden tumult ? 

O princes ! is this well, at such a time 
With idle broils to multiply the woes 620 

Of wretched Thebes ? Home, home, for shame ; 

nor thus 
With private quarrel swell the public ruin. 
Cre. Sister ! thy husband hath most basely used 
me; 
He threatens me w\l\vb9ids>\\m«wtQr death. 

(Edi. I do conCeaa Vt ; tot \^^ ^\^ <iwss^\\^> ^a& 
With vUe and wicked aiV»» ^«KcasX tsk^\A^- 
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Crb. O ! may I never prosper, but, accifrsed, 
Unpitied, perish if I ever did ! 

Joe. Believe him, (Edipus ! revere the ^ds 
Whom he contests, if thou dost love Jocaata : 630 
Thy subjects beg it of thee. 

Gbo. Hear, king ! 

Consider, we entreat thee. 

CEdi. What wouldst have 1 

Think you FU e'er submit to him ? 

Cho. Revere 

His character, his oath, both pleading for him. 

CEdi. But know you what you ask ? 

Cho. We do. 

(Em. • What is it? 635 

Cho. We ask thee to believe a guiltless friend, 
Nor cast him forth dishonour^ thus, on slight 
Suspicion's weak surmise. 

CBdi. Requesting this, 

You do request my banishment or death. 

Cho. No, by yon leader of the heavenly host, 640 
The immortal sun, I had not such a thoYight : 
1 only felt for Thebes' distressful state. 
And would not have it by domestic strife 
Imbitter^d thus. 

CEdi. Why, let him then depart : 

If CEdipus must die, or leave his country 645 

For shameful exile, be it so : I yield 
To thy request, not his ; for hateful still 
Shall Creon ever be. 

Cbe. Thy stubborn soul 

Bends with reluctance, and, when anger fires it, 
l9 terrible ; but natures form'd like thine 650 

Are their own punishment. 

CEdi. Wilt thou not hence 1 

Wilt not be gone 1 

Crb. I go : thou know'st me not : 

But these will do me justice. \Eant Crewu 

Cho, PnnceoaX xloni 

Persuade bim to retire. 



292 8OPHO0LB8. 

Joo. First let me know 

The cause of this dissension. 

Cho. From reports 655 

Uncertain, and suspicions most injurious. 
The quarrel rose. 

Joe. Was the accusation mutual t 

Cho. It was. 

Joe. What followed then 1 

Cho. Ask me no more ; 

Enough's already known : we'll not repeat 
The woes of hapless Thebes. 

CBdi. You are all blind, 060 

Insensible, unjust ; you love me not, 
Yet boast your piety. 

Cho. I said before, 

Kgain I say, that not to love my king 
Ev*n as myself would mark me for the worst 
Of men ; for thou didst save expiring Thebes. 665 
O ! rise once more, protect, preserve thy country ! 

Joe. O king ! inform me, whence this strange dis- 
sension ? 

(Edi. ru tell thee, my Jocasta ! (for thou know'st 
The love I bear thee), what this wicked Creon 
Did artfully devise against me. 

Joe. Speak it, 670 

If he indeed be guilty. 

(Edi. Creon says 

That I did murder Laius. 

Joo. Spake he this 

As knowing it himself, or from another t 

(Edi. He had subom'd that evil- working priest. 
And sharpens every tongue against his king. 675 

Joe. Let not a fear perplex thee, (Edipus ! 
Mortals know nothing of futurity, 
And these prophetic seers are all impostors ; 
m prove it to thee. Know, then, Laius once, 
Not from Apollo, bul \v\s pxi^^ls, received 680 

An oracle, which said U nv^s ^^ct^^^^ 
He should be slain by lii* ovm ^oTv^^Cftft ^^Ss^xvas^ 
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Of LaiuB and Jocasta; yet he fell 

By strangers, murder'd (for so fame reports) 

By robbers in the place \vhere three ways meet. 685 

A son was born ; but ere three days had passed, 

The infant's feet were bored ; a servant took, 

And left him on the pathless mountain's top, 

To perish there : thus Phoebus ne'er decreed 

That he should kill his father, or that Laius 690 

(Which n^uch he feared) should by his son be slain. 

Such is the truth of oracles : henceforth 

Regard them not. What Heaven would hav^ us 

know 
It can with ease unfold, and will reveal it. 

(Edi. What thou hast said, Jocasta! much dis- 
turbs me : 695 
I tremble at it. 

Joe. Wherefore shouldst thou fear ! 

(Edi. Methought I heard thee say, Laius was slain 
Where three ways meet. 

Joo. Twas so reporteld then, 

And is so still. 

CBoi. Where happened the misfortune ! 

Joe. In Phocis, where the roads unite that lead 
To Delphi and to Daulia. 

CEdi. How long since T 701 

Joe. A little time ere you began to reign 
O'er Thebes, we heard it. 

(Edi. O almighty Jove ! 

What wilt thou do with me ? 

Joe. Why talk'st thou thus ? 

(Edi. Ask me no more ; but tell me of this Laius, 
What was his age and stature I 

Joci He w^s tall ; 706 

His hairs just turning to the silver hue ; 
His form not much unlike thy own. 

(Edi. O me ! 

Sbre 1 have call'd down curses on myn^ 
Unknowing. 
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Joo. Ha! what say*st tboui (Edipus? 710 

I ti^mble while I look on thee. 

(Edi. O ! much 

I fear, the prophet saw too weU : but say, 
One thing will make it clear. 

Joe. I dread to hear it ; 

Yet speak, and I will tell thee. 

(Edi. Went he forth 

With few attendants, or a numerous train, 715 

In kingly pomp t 

Joe. They were but five in all, 

The herald with them ; but one chariot there, 
Which carried Laius. 

(Edi. O! His but too plain. 

Who brought the news 1 

Joe. A servant, who alone 

Escaped with life. 

(Edi. That servant, is he here ? 730 

Joe. O no : his master slain, when he retum'd. 
And saw thee on the throne of Thebes, with prayer 
Most earnest he besought me to dismiss him, 
That he might leave this city, where he wish'd 
No longer to be seen, but to retire, 726 

And feed my flocks : 1 granted his request : 
For that and more his honest services 
Had merited. 

(Edi. I beg he may be sent for 

Immediately. 

Joe. He shall ; but wherefore is it 1 

(Edi. I fear thou hast said too much, and there- 
fore wish 730 
To see him. 

Joe. He shall come : but, O my lord ! 

Am I not worthy to be told the cause 
Of this distress 1 

CEdl Thou art, and I will tell thee. 

Thou art my hope ; lo viYiom ^Yvc^vM I uncart 
My sorrows but to thee "V \^tvon<j \V^tv,"^^^^sX:^\ n^^ 
I am Ute son of Po\ybua,vj\vo te\^% 
-At Corinth, and the Doxi^ w^««^^ 
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His queen ; there long I held the foremost rank, 

Honoured and happy, when a strange event 

(For strange it was, though little meriting 740 

The deep concern I felt) alarmed me much. 

A drunken reveller at a feast proclaimed 

That I was only the supposed son 

Of Corinth^ kinff. Scarce could I hear that day 

The vile reproach ; the next, I sought my parents, 

And ask'd of them the truth ; they too, enraged, 746 

Resented much the hase indignity. 

I liked their tender warmth, but still I felt 

A secret anguish ; and, unknown to them. 

Sought out the Pythian oracle, in vain. 750 

Touching my parents, nothing could I learn ; , 

But dreadful were the miseries it denounced 

Against me : 'twas my fate, Apollo said, 

To wed my mother, to produce a race 

Accursed and abhorr'd, and last to slay 755 

My father who begat me ; — sad decree ! 

Lest I should e'er fulfil the dire prediction, 

Iiutant I fled from Corinth, by the stars 

Guiding my hapless journey, to the place 

Where thou report'st this wretched king was slain. 

But I will tell thee the whole truth : at length, 761 

I came to where the three ways meet ; when lo ! 

A herald, with another man, like him 

Whom thou describest, and in a chariot, met me. 

Both strove with violence to drive me back. 765 

Enraged, I struck the charioteer, when straight, 

As I advanced, the <Ad man saw, and twice 

Smote me on the head ; bat dearly soon repaid 

n.e insult on me : from his chariot roll'd. 

Prone on the earth, beneath my staff he fell, 770 

And instantly expired ; the attendant train 

All shared his fate. If this unhappy stranger 

And Laius be the same, lives there a wretch 

So cursed, so hateful to the gods aa i ^.la^ 

ffar citizen nor alien must receive, *tT^ 

Or convene or eommunion hold with mft^ 
Soph, — Z 
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Bat drive me forth with infamy and shame : 
The dreadful curse pronounced with my own lips 
Shall soon overtake me : I have stainM the bed 
Of him whom I had murdered ; am I then 760 

Aught but pollution ! If I fly from hence, 
The bed of incest meets me, and I go 
I'o slay my father Polybus, the best, 
The tenderest parent ; this must be the work 784 
Of some malignant power. Ye righteous gods ! 
Let me not see that day, but rest in death, 
Rather than suffer such calamity. 

Cho. O king ! we pity thy distress : but wait 
With patience his arrival, and despair not. 789 

(Edi. That shepherd is my only hope : Jocasta ! 
Would he were here ! 

Joe. Suppose he were ; what then 1 

What wouldst thou do ? 

(Edi. ni tell thee ; if he aays 

The same as thou dost, I am safe, and guiltless. 

Joe. What said I then 1 

(Eoi. Thou saidst, he did report 

Laius was slain by robbers : if 'tis true 796 

He fell by numbers, I am innocent, 
For I was unattended ; if but one 
Attacked and slew him, doubtless I am he. 

Joe. Be satisfied, it must be as he first 
Reported it : he cannot change the tale. 800 

Not I alone, but the whole city heard it : 
Or grant he should, the oracle was ne'er 
FulfilPd ; for Phoebus said, Jocasta's son 
Should slay his father ; that could never be. 
For, O ! Jocasta's son long since is dead. 805 

He could not murder Laius ; therefore, never 
Will 1 attend to prophecies again. 

GSdi. Right, my Jocasta ! but, I beg thee, send 
And fetch this shepherd ; do not fkil. 

Joo. I will. 

This moment ; come, my lord ! let us go in ; 810 
I will do nothing but what pleases thee. [Exeunt, 
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CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

Grant me, henceforth, ye powers dirine ! 

In virtue^s purest paths to tread ; 

In every word, in every deed, 
May sanctity of manners ever shine ; 815 

Obedient to the laws of Jove, 

The laws descended from above ; 
Which, not like those by feeble mortals g^ven, 

Buried in dark oblivion lie. 

Or, worn by time, decay and die : 820 

But bloom eternal like their native heaven ! 

▲NTISTROPHE I. 

Pride first gave birth to tyranny : 

That hateful vice, insulting Pride, 

When, every human power defied, 
She liAs to glory-s height her votary ; 825 

Soon stumbling, from her tottering throne 

She throws the wretched victim down. 
But may the god, indulgent, hear my prayer, 

That god whom humbly I adore - 

! may he smile on Thebes once more, 830 
And take its wretched monarch to his care I 

STROPHE u. 

Perish the impious and profane. 

Who, void of reverential fear, 

Nor justice nor the laws revere ; 
Who leave their god for pleasure or for gain ; 835 

Who swell by fraud their ill-got store ; 

Who rob the wretched and the poor. 
If vice, unpuni8hM,*virtue^s meed obtain. 

Who shall refrain the impetuous soul. 

The rebel passions who control, 840 

Or wherefore do 1 lead this choral train ! 

ANTISTROPHE n. 

So more to Delphi's sacred shrine 
Need we with incense now repair ; 
No more shall Phocis hear our prayer, 

Nor fair Olympia see her rites divine ; 845 
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If oracles no longer prove 

The power of Phoebus and of Jove. 
Great lord of all ! from thy eternal throne 

Behold how impious men defame 

Thy loved ApoUo's honoured name : 850 

0! guard his rights, and vindicate thy own. [ExeutU. 
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JOCASTA, CHORUS. 

Joe. Sages and rulers of the land ! I come 
To seek the altars of the gods, and there 
With incense and oblations to appease 
Offended Heaven. My (Edipus, alas ! 855 

No longer wise and prudent, as you all 
Remember once he was, with present things 
Compares the past, nor fudges like himseff : 
UnnumberM cares perplex his anxious mind, 
And every tale awakes new terrors in him. 860 
Vain is my counsel, for he hears me not. 
First then to thee, O Phoebus ! (for thou stiU 
Art near to help the wretched), we appeal, 
And suppliant beg thee now to grant thy aid 
Propitious : deep is our distress ; for, ! 865 

We see our pilot sinking at the helm, 
And much already fear the vessel lost. 

Enter Shepherd /r<wi Corinth, 

Shep. Can you instruct me, strangers ! which way 
lies 
The palace of king (Edipus ? himself 
I would most gladly see. Can you inform me t 870 

Cho. This is the palace ; he is now within ; 
Thou seest his queen before thee. 

Shep. Ever blessM, 

And happy with the happy mayst thou live ! 

Toe. Stranger I the sa.m^ ^oo^^\^ Nj^ l\NftQ>for 
well 
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Thy words deserve it : but say, wherefore comest 
thou, 875 

And What's thy news t 

Shkp. To thee, and to thy husband. 

Pleasure and joy ! 

Joo. What pleasure 1 and whence art thou ^ 

Ship. From Cormth: to be brief, 1 bring thee 
tidinffS 
Of good and evil. 

Joo. Ha ! what mean thy words 

Ambiguous ? 

Ship. Know, then, if report say true, 880 
The Isthmian people will choose (Edipus 
Their sovereig^. 

Joe. Is not Polybus their king t 

Ship. No ; Polybus is dead. 

Joe. What say'st thou ? dead f 

Ship. If I speak falsely, may death seize on 
me ! 

Joo. [to one of her Attendants.] Why fliest thon n9t 
to tell thy master? Hence ! 885 

What are you now, you oracles divine f 
Where is your truth t The fearful (Edipus ^ 
From Cormth fled, lest he should slay the king. 
This Polybus, who perishM, not by him. 
But by the hand of Heaven. 

Enter (Edvus. 

(Edi. Mydear Jocasta! 890 

Why hast thou called me hither 1 

Joo. Hear this man ; 

And when thou hear^t him, mark what faith is due 
To your revered oracles. 

(Edi. What is he, 

And what doth he report t 

881 Tbepeopleof ComOii soc&UfidiiQflC0L\2taAtaG»QikNaiA^^ 
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Joo. He comet from Corinth, 

And says, thy father, Polybus, is dead! 895 

(Edi. What say'st thou, stranger f Bpeak to me, 
0! speak. 

Shep. If touching this thon first deeirest ray 
answer. 
Know, he is dead. 

(Edi. How died he t say, by treason, 

Or some disease ! 

Shep. Alas! a little force 

Will lay to rest the weary limbs of age. 900 

(Edi. Distemper then did kill him t 

Shep. That in part, 

And part a length of years that wore him down. 

(Edi. Now, my Jocasta, who shall henceforth 
trust 
To prophecies, and seers, and clamorous birds 
With their vain omens ? they who had decreed 905 
That I should kill my father t He, thou seest, 
Beneath the earth lies buried, while I live 
In safety here, and guiltless of his blood : 
Unless, perhaps, sorrow for the loss of me 
Shortened his days, thus only could I kill 910 

My father ; but he^s gone, and to the shades 
Hath carried with him those vain oracles 
Of fancied ill, no longer worth my care. 

Joo. Did I not say it would be thus ? 

(Edi. Thou didst ; 

But I was full of fears. 

Joe. Henceforth, no more 015 

Indulge them. 

(Edi. But my mother's bed — that stiil 

Must be avoided : I must fly from that. 

Joe. Why should man fear, whom chance, and 
chance alone. 
Doth ever rule \ Foreknowledge all is vain, 
And can determine noWuvvg; VYiet^tot^ best 920 
It is to live as fancy \eaAa, ^\.\mv^^, 
Uncurb'd and only sub^wiV. <o o\a vi\)\. 
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Fear no^thj^motlier's bed : ofttimes in dreams 
Have loeb committed incest; but his life 
Wili e(rer be moat happy who contemns 925 

Such idle phantoms. 

CBdi. Thou wert right, Jocasta! 

Did not my mother live ; but as it is. 
Spite of thy words, I must be anxious still. 

Joo. Think on thy father's death ; it is a light 
To guide thee here. 

(Edi. It is so ; yet I fear, 930 

"While she survives him. 

Ship. Who is it you mean ? 

What woman fear you 1 

(Edi. Merope, the wife 

Of Polybus. 

Ship. And wherefore fear you her 1 

CEdi. Know, stranger, a most dreadful oracle 
Concerning her affrights me. 

Shep. May I know it, 935 

Or must it be reveaPd to none but thee 1 

(Edi. O, no, 111 tell thee : Phoebus hath declared 
That (Edipus should stain his mother's bed, 
And dip his hands in his own father's blood ; 
Wherefore I fled from Corinth, and lived here, 940 
In happiness indeed ; but still thou know'st 
It is a blessing to behold our parents, 
And that I had not. ^ 

Shep. Was it for this cause 

Thou wert an exile then ! 

(Edi. It was ; I fear'd 944 

That I might one day prove my father's murderer. 

Shep. What if I come, O king ! to banish hence 
Thy terrors, and restore thy peace 1 

(Sdi. O stranger! 

Couldst thou do this, I would reward thee nobly. 

Shep. Know, then, for this I came ; 1 came to 
serve, 
Aad make thee bappys^ 
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(Em. But I will not go 950 

Back to my parents. 

Shep. Son, I see thoa know'st not 

What thou art doing. 

(Edi. Wherefore think'st thou so 1 

By Heaven, I beg thee then do thou instruct me. 

Shep. If thou didst fly from Corinth for this 
cause — 

CEdi. Apollo's dire predictions still affrightme* 055 

Shep. Fear'st thou pollution from thy parents 1 

(Edi. That, 

And that alone, I dread. 

Shep. Thy fears are vain. 

(Edi. Not if they are my parents. 

Shep. Polybus 

Was not akin to thee. 

(Edi. What say*st thou ! Speak $ 

Say, was not Polybus my father t 

Shep. No ; 960 

No more than he is mine. 

(Edi. Why call me then 

His son t 

Shep. Because long since I gave thee to him : 
He did receive thee from these hands. 

(Edi. Indeed ! 

And could he love another's child so well ? 

Shep. He had no children ; that persuaded him 065 
To take and keep thee. 

(Edi. Didst thou buy me then, 

Or am I thine, and must I call thee father ? 

Shep. I found thee in Cithseron's woody vale. 

CEdi. What brought thee there ? 

Shep. I came to feed my flocks 

On the green mountain's side. 

(Edi* It seems thou wert 970 

A wandering shepherd. 

Shep. Thy deliverer, 

I saved thee from destruction* 
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(Edi. How! what then 

Had happened to me ? 

Shep. Thy own feet will best 

Inform thee of that circumstance. 

<£dl Alas ! 

Why call'st thou to remembrance a misfortune 975 
Of 80 long date I 

Ship. Twas I who loosed the tendons 

Of thy bored feet. 

(Edi. It seems, in infancy, 

I suffered much then. 

Ship. To this incident 

Thou owest thy name. 

CEoi. My father or my mother, 

Who did it ? Know'st thou 1 

Ship. He who gave thee to me 

Must tell thee that. 

GBdi. Then from another's hand 981 

Thou didst receive me ? 

Sbcp. Ay, another shepherd. 

CBdi. Who was hel Canst thou recollect! 

Shbp. 'Twas one, 

At least so called, of Laius' family. 

(Edl Laius, who ruled at Thebes ? 

Ship. The same : this man 

Was shepherd to King Laius. 

GSdi. Lives he still ? 986 

And could I see him 1 

Shep. [pointing to the Chorus.] Some of these, 
perhaps. 
His countrymen, may give you information. 

CEdi. [to the Chorus.] O ! speak, my friends ! if 
any of you know 
This shepherd ; whether still he lives at Thebes, 990 
Or in some neighbouring country ; tell me Mick, 
For it concerns us near. .':^ 



979 (Edipns signifies, in the Greek, "swelled foot;*' taking 
bis name m>m the sore and swelling of his foot 
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Cho. It most be he 

Whom thoa didst lately send for ; but the queen 
Can best inform thee. 

(Edi. Know'st thou, my Jocasta! . 

Whether the man whom thou didst order hither, 90ft 
And whom the shepherd speaks of, be the same t 

Joe. Whom meant he ? for I know not. (Edipus ! 
ThiidL not so deeply of this thing. 

(Edi. Good Heareii' 

Forbid, Jocasta ! I should now neglect 
To clear my birth, when thus the path is marked 
And open to me. 

Joe. Do not, by the gods lOOl' 

I beg thee, do not, if thy life be dear, 
Make farther search, for 1 have felt enough 
Already from it. 

(Edi. Rest thou satisfied : 

Were I descended from a race of slaves, 1(X)S 

*Twould not dishonour thee. 

Joe. Yet hear me ; do not, > 

Once more, I beg thee, do not search this matter* 

(Edi. I will not be persuaded : I must search, 
And find it too. 

Joe. I know it best, and best 

Advise thee. 

(Edi. That advice perplexes more. 1010 

Joe. O ! would to Heaven that thou mayst never 
know 
Or who or whence thou art ! 

(Edi. [to the Attendant.] Let some one fetch 
That shepherd quick, and leave this woman here 
To glory in her high descent. 

Joe. Alas ! 

Unhappy (Edipus ! that word alone 1015 

I now can speak : remember. His my last. 

[Eadt Jocasta. 

Cho. Why lied tVve qyi^etv \xv %\wi\v ^vw^i^A^r hence I 
Sorely distressed she seemek^^^Jv^^Ns^^^^^^ttx 
Her silence bodes some s?iA. eNeoX. 
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(Bdi. Whate'er 

May come of that, I am resolved to know 1020 
The secret of my birth, how mean soever 
It chance to prove : perhaps her sex's pride 
May make her blush to find I was not bom 
Of noble parents ; but I call myself 
liie son of Fortone, my indulgent mother, 1025 
Whom I shall never be ashamed to own. 
The kindred months, that are, like me, her children ; 
The years, that roll obedient to her will, — 
Have raised me from the lowest state to power 
And splendour ; wherefore^ being what I am, 1030 
I need not fear the knowledge of my birth. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE. , 

If my prophetic soul doth well divine. 
Ere on thy brow to-morrow's sun shall shine, 
Githseron ! thou the mystery shalt unfold : 
The doubtful (Edipus, no longer blind, 1035 

Shall soon his country and his father find, 
And all the story of his birth be told : 
Then shall we in grateful lays, 
Celebrate our monarch's praise, 
And in the sprightly dance our songs triumphant 
raise. 1040 

ANTISTROPHE. 

What heavenly power gave birth to thee, O king? 
From Pan, the god of mountains, didst thou spring. 

With some fair daughter of Apollo join'd ? 
Art thou from him who o'er Cyllene reigns, 
Swift Hermes, sporting in Arcadia's plains ? 1045 
Some nymph of Hchcon did Bacchus find ; — 
Bacchus, who delights to rove 
Through the forest, hill, and grove, 
And art thou, prince, the offspring of their love 1 

JfffUer CEoiPUBf Shepiikbd from CoriniK. 

CEri. i/J iDsy judge of one wboiQ-^eWxi*?®*- 
Had eoarene with, yon old man whom \ t^^^ ^^^^^ 
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This way advancing, must be that same shepherd 

We lately sent for, by his age and mien, 

Ev'n as this stranger did describe him to us. 

My servants too are with him ; but you best 1055 

Can say, for you must know him wdL 

Cho. *Ti8 he. 

My lord ! the faithful shepherd of King Laius. 

(Em, [to the Shepherd fiym Corinth,] Whattay'st 
thou, stranger 1 is it he I 

Srep. It is. 

Enter Old Shbphcrd. 

(Edi. Now answer me, old man! look this way; 
speak; 
Didst thou belong to Laius t 

O. Ship. Sir, I did : 1060 

No hireling slave, but in his palace bred, 
I serv'd him long. 

(Edi. What was thy business there 1 

O. Shep. For my life's better part I tended sheep. 

(Edi. And whither didst thou lead them ? 

O. Shep. To Cithasion, 

And to the neighbouring plains. 

(Edi. Behold this man ; 1065 

[pointing to the Shepherd of Coriutk 
Dost thou remember to nave seen him 1 

O. Shep. Whom? 

What hath he done 1 

CEdi. Him who now stands before thee; 

Cairst thou to mind or converse or connexion 
Between you in times past ? 

O. Shep. I cannot say 

I recollect it now. 

■ Shep. I do not wonder 1070 

He should forget me ; but I will recall 
Some facts of ancient date : he must remember. 
When on Cithaeron we together fed 
Our several flocks, in daify converse join'd. 
From spring to auluma» and when winter bleak 1075 
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Approached, retired : I to my little cot 
ConveyM my sheep, he to the palace led 
His fleecy care. Canst thou remember this 1 
O. Shep. I do, but that is long since. 
Ship. It is so ; 

But say, good shepherd, canst thou call to mind 1080 
An infant, whom thou didst deUrer to me. 
Requesting me to breed him as my own ? 

O. Shep. Ha ! wherefore ask*st thou this t 

Shep. [pointing to (Edipus.] Behold him here, 
That very child. 

O. SflEP. O! say it not; away! 

Perdition on thee ! 

(Edi. Why reprove him thus ? 1085 

Thou art thyself to blame, old man ! 

O. Shep. In what 

Am I to blame, my lord t 

(Em. Thou wilt not speak 

Touching this boy. 

O. Shep. Alas, poor man ! he knows not 

What he hath said. 

asm. If not by softer means 

To be persuaded, force shall wring it from thee. 1090 

- O. Shep. Treat not an old man harshly. 

CEdi. [to the Attendants,] Bind his hands. 

O. Shep. Wherefore, my lord ? What wouldst thou 
have me do ? 

CEdi. That child he talks of, didst thou give it to 
him? 

O. Shep. I did, and would to Heaven I thea had 
died ! 1004 

CEdi. Die soon thou shalt, unless thou tell'st it all. 

O. Shep. Say, rather, if I do. 

OBdi. This fellow means 

To trifle with us, by his dull delay. 

O. Shep. I do not ; said I not, 1 gave the child ? 

<Edl Whence came the boy t Was he thy own, 
or who 
give him to thee 1 

8mv.— As 
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O. Shep. From another hand 1100 

I had received him. 

(Edi. Say, what hand ? from whom f '• 

"Whence came he I 

O. Shep. Do not, .by the gods 1 I beg thee 

po not inquire. 

(Eox. Force me to ask again, 

And thou shalt die. 

O. Shep. In Laius^ palace bom. 

CEdi. Son of a slave, or of the king 1 

O. Shep. Al&s! 110^ 

Tis death for me to speak. 

(Edi. And me to hear; 

Yet say it. 

O. Shep. He was calPd the sonof Laius; 
But ask the queen, for she can best inform thee* 

(Edi. Did she then give the child to thee ? 

O. Shep. She did. 

CEdi. For what 1 

O. Shep. To kill him. 

CEdi. Kill her child! Inhmnan 1110 

And barbarous mother ! 

O. Shep. A dire oracle 

Affrighted and constrained her to it. 

CEdi. Ha ! 

What oracle T 

O. Shep. Which said, her son should slay 
His parents. 

CEdi. Wherefore gavest thou then the infant 
To this old shepherd 1 

O. Shep. Pity moved me to it : 1115 

I hoped he would have soon convey'd his charge 
To some far distant country ; he, alas ! 
Preserved him but for misery and wo ; 
For, O my lord ! if thou indeed art he, 
Thou art of ail mankind the most unhappy. 1120 

CEdi. O me ! at length the mystery's unravell'd : 
'Tis plain ; *tis clear ; my fate is all determined. 
Those are my parents who should not have been 
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Hied to me : she is my wife, ev^n she, 

Hiom nature had forbidden me to wed ; 1125 

have slain him who gave me life, and now 

f thee, O Uffht ! I take my last farewell, 

or QBdipos Shall ne'er behold thee more. [Exetint, 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

* .0, hapless state of human race ! 

How quick th« fleeting shadows pass 1130 

Of transitory bliss below, 

Where all Is vanity and wo ! 
y thyteample taught, O prince ! we see 
Ian was not niade for true felicity. 

ANTISTROPHE I. 

Thou, (Edipus ! beyond the rest 1135 

Of mortals wert supremely bless'd ; 
Whom every hand conspired to raise, 
Whom every hand rejoiced to praise ; 
iThen from the sphinx thy all-preserving hand 
tretchM forth its aid to save a sinking land. 1140 

STROPHE n. 

Thy virtues raised thee to a throne, 
' And grateful Thebes was all thy own : 

Alas ! how changed that glorious name ! 

Lost are thy virtues and thy fame, 
fow couldst thou thus pollute thy father's bed ? 1 145 
[ow couldst thou thus thy hapless mother wed! 

ANTISTROPHE II. 

How could that bed wiconscious bear 

So long the vile, incestuous pair ? 

But Time, of quick and piercing sight. 

Hath brought the horrid deed to light : 1150 
t length Jocasta owns her guilty flame, 
nd finds a husband and a child the same. 

EPODE. 

Wretched son of Laius ! thee 
Henceforth may I never see ; 



I 
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But absent shed the pious tear, 1156 

And weep thy fate with grief sincere ! 
For thou didst raise our eyes to life and light, 
To close them now in everlasting night. [EweunL 



ACT V. 

KE88BNGER, CHORDS. 

Mb8. Sages of Thebes, most honourM and revered ! 
If e'er the house of Labdacus was dear 1160 

And precious to you, what will be your ffriel^ 
When I shall tell the most disastrous tale 
You ever heard, and to your eyes present 
A spectacle more dreadful than they yet 
Did e'er behold ? Not the wide Danube's waves. 
Nor Phasis' stream, can wash away the stains 1166 
Of this polluted palace. The dire crimes, 
Long time concealed, at length are brought to light ; 
But those which spring from voluntary guilt 
Are still more dreadful. 

Cho. Nothing can be worse 1170 

Than what we know already ; bring'st thou more 
Misfortunes to us 1 

Mes. To be brief, the queen, 

Jocasta, 's dead. 

Cho. Say, by what hand 1 

Mes. Her own ; 

And, what 's more dreadful, no one saw the deed : 
What I myself beheld, you all shall hear. 1175 

Inflamed with rage, soon as she reached the palace. 
Instant retiring to the nuptial bed, 
She shut the door, then raved and tore her hair. 
Called out on Laius dead, and bade him think 
On that unhappy son who murder'd him, 1180 

And stain'd his bed : then, turning her sad eyes 

1165 The fster or Danube is one of the most considerable 
rivers in £ur(^e ; which, passing by IlljTicum, runs into the 
EuxJRe Sea. rhasis was a famous river in Colchis. 
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Upon the guilty couch, she cursed the place 
Where she had borne a husband from her husband, 
And children from her child : what followed then 
I know not, by the cries of CEdipus 1185 

Prevented, for on him our eyes were fix'd 
Attentive : forth he came, beseeching us 
To lend him some sharp weapon, and inform him 
Where he might find his mother and his wife ; 
His children's wretched mother and his own. 1190 
Some ill-designing power did then direct him 
(For we were silent) to the queen's apartment : 
Forcing the bolt, he rushM unto the bed, 
And found Jocasta, where we ^^ beheld her. 
Entangled in the fatal noose ; which, soon 1195 
As he perceived, loosing the pendent rope, 
Deeply he groanM ; and, casting on the ground 
His wretched body, show'd a piteous sight 
To the beholders: On a sudden thence 
Starting, he pluck'd from off the robe she wore 
A golden buckle, that adorn'd her side, 1201 

And buried in his eyes the sharpened point. 
Crying, he ne'er again would look on her, 
Never would see his crimes or miseries more. 
Or those whom, guiltless, he could ne'er behold. 
Or those to whom he now must sue for aid. 1206 
His lifted eyelids then, repeating still 
These dreadful plaints, he tore ; while down his 

cheeks 
FeU showers of < blood : such fate the wretched pair 
Sustain'd, partakers in calamity ; 1210 

Fall'n from a state of happiness (for none 
Were happier once than they) to groans and death. 
Reproach, and shame, and every human wo. 
Cho. And where is now the poor unhappy man 1 
Mes. " Open the doors," he cries, " and let all 
Thebes ini^ 

Behold his parents' murderer !" adding words 
Not to be uttered : banish'd now he says 
He must be, nor, devoted as he is 

Aa9 
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By his own cnne, remain in this sad place. 

tie wants a kiild conductor, and a friend 13d0 

To help him now, for 'tis too much to bear. 

But you will see him soon ; for lo ! the doors 

Are openM, and you will behold • sight 

That irould to pity move his deadliest foe. 

Enter (Eoipus. 

. r Cho. O horrid sight ! more dreadful spectacle 
'inian e'er these eyeslMiheld ! What madness urged 
thee 1826 

To this sad deed t What power mali^ant heap'd 
On thy poor head suph complicated wo ? 
Unhappy man ! Alas ! I would have held 
Some converse with thee, but thy looks affright me : 
I cannot bear to speak to thee. 

CEdi. O me ! 1331 

Where am I, and whence comes the voice I hear % 
Where art thou, fortune ? 

Cho. Changed to misery, 

Dreadful to hear, and dreadful to behold. 

GUdi. O cruel darkness ! endless, hopeless night ! 

Shame, terrors, and unutterable wo ! 1236 

More painful is the memory of my crimes 
Than all the wounds my wild distraction made. 
Cho. Thus doubly cursed, prince ! I wonder 
not 
At thy affliction. 

CEdi. Art thou here, my friend ? 1240 

I know thy voice; thou wouldst not leave the 

wretched ; 
Thou art my faithful, kind assistant still. 
Cho. How couldst thou thus deprive thyself of 
sight ? 
What madness drove thee to the desperate deed ? 
What god inspired 1 
(Edi. Apollo was the cause ; 1345 

1245 By delivering the oracle which foretold that GSdipus 
should kill his fatheT, «nd aStAm^xd ^louooncing the dieaafiil 
•entoJice against the muid«i«t 
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He was, my friends, the cause of all my woes ; 
But for these eyes, myself did quench their light ; 
1 want not them. What use were they to me, 
But to discover scenes of endless wo ! 

Cho. 'Tis but to5 true. 

CEdi. What pleasure now remains 1850 

For CBdipus ! He cannot joy in aught 
To sight or ear delightful. Curse on him, 
Whoe'er he was, that loosen'd my bound feet. 
And saved me, in Citheeron's ^e, from death ! 
I owe him nothing ; had I perishM then, . 1855 

Much happier had it been for you, my friends, 
And for myself. 

Cho. I too could wish thou hadst. 

CEdi. I should not then have murdered Laius; 
then 
I had not ta*en Jocasta to my bed : 
But now I am a guijty wretch, the son 1860 

Of a j^lluted mother, father now 
To my own brother : all that's horrible 
To nature is the lot of CEdipus. 

Cho. Yet must I blame this cruel act; for, sure. 
The loss of sight is worse than death itself. 1365 

CEdi. I care not for thy counsel or thy praise ; 
For with what eyes could I have e'er beheld 
My honour'd father in the shades below. 
Or my unhappy mother, both destroy'd 1860 

By me ? This pimishment is worse than death ; 
And so it should be. Sweet had been the sight 
Of my dear children ; them I could have wish'd 
To gaze on ; but 1 must never see 
Or them, or this fair city, or the palace 
Where I was bom : deprived of every bliss 1876 
Bv my own lips, which doom'd to banishment 
The murderer of Laius, and expelled 
The impious wretch, by gods and men accursed ;— 
Could I behold them after this ? O, no ! 
Would I could now with equal ease remove 1880 
My hearing too, be deaf as well as blind, 
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Aai from another entrance shut out wo ! 
To -want our senses, in the hour of ill, 
Is comfort to the wretched. O Cithseron ! 
Why didst thou e'er receive me, or, received, 1285 
Why not destroy, that men might never know 
Who gave me birth 1 O Polybus ! O Corinth ! 
And thou, lonff time believed my father's palace ! 
O, what a foul disgrace to human nature 
Didst thou receive beneath a prince's form ! 1290 
Impious myself, and from an impious race. 
)¥here is my splendour now ? O Daulian path ! 
The shady forest, and the narrow pass 
Where three ways meet, who drank a father^s blood, 
Shed by these hands ; do you hot still remember 
The horrid deed« and what, when here I came, 1296 
Follow'd more dreadful ? Fatal nuptials ! you 
Produced me, you returned me to the womb 
That bare me ; thence relations horrible 
Of fathers, sons, and brothers came ; of wives, 
Sisters, and mothers, sad alliance ! all 1301 

That man holds impious and detestable. 
But what in act is vile, the modest tongue 
Should never name. Bury me, hide me, friends, 
From every eye ! destroy me, cast me forth 1305 
To the wide ocean ! let me perish there ; 
Do any thing to shake off hated life. 
Seize me ! approach, my friends ! you need not fear, 
Polluted though I am, to touch me. None 
Shall suffer for my crimes but I alone. 1310 

Cho. In most fit time, my lord, the noble Creon 
This way advances : he can best determine, 
And best advise ; sole guardian now of Thebes, 
To him thy power devolves, 

1288 That is, the palace of Polybus King of Corinth, the sup- 
posed father of CEdipus, who brought him up as his own, and 
educated him accordingly. 

1308 Alluding to a superstitious notion emong the ancients, 
that it was dangerous even to touch an accuFsea person, pr ofm 
geemingly visited with misfortunes by the gods. 
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(Edl What shall I say T^'f^ 

Can I apply to him for aid, whom late 1U5 

I deeply injured by unjust suspicion ? , 

[Emt Messeng9r, 

Enter Creon. 

Crb. I come not, prince, to triumph o^er thy woes 
Witib vile reproach ; I pity thy misfortunes : 
But, O my Thebans ! if you do not fear 
The censure of your fellow-citizens, 1330 

At least respect the all-creating^ vye 
Of Phcebus, who beholds you thus exposing 
To public view a wretch accursed, polluted, 
Whom neither earth can bear, nor sun behold, 
Nor holy shower besprinkle. Take him hence. 
Within the palace : those who are by blood 1326 
United should alone be witnesses 
Of such calamity. 

(Edi. O Creon ! thou 

The best of men, and I the worst ! How kind 
Thou art to visit me ! O ! by the g^ods 1330 

Let me entreat thee, since, beyond my hopes, 
Thou art so good, now hear me : what I ask 
Concerns thee most. 

Ore. What is it thou desirest 

Thus ardently % 

CEdi. I beg thee banish me 

From Thebes this moment, to some land remote. 
Where I may ne^er converse with man again. 1336 

Ces. Myself had long since done it, but the gods 
Must be consulted firit* 

CEdi. Their will is known 

Already, and their oracle declared 
The guilty parricide should die. 

Crb. It hath ; 1340 

But, as it is, Hwere better to inquire 
WhBt must be done. 

(Edi. For such a wretch as I, 

Wouldst thou again explore the will of ll6vr«&\ 
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Obs. Thy hapless fate should teach us to believe 
And reverence the god«* 

(Bdi. Now, Creon, list : 1345 

I beg thee, I conjure thee, let a tomb 
Be raised, and all due honours paid to her 
Who lies within. She was thy sister, CreoiL 
It is a duty which thou owest : for me, 
I cannot hope this city now will deign 1350 

To keep me here. O Creon ! let me go, 
And seek the solitary mountain's top, 
My own Cithajron, by my parents doomed 
Long since to be the grave of (Edipus : 
There would 1 die, as they decreed I should^ 1355 
Alas ! I cannot, must not perish yet, 
Till I have suffered evils worse than death, 
For I was only saved to be unhappy ; 
But I must meet my fate, whatever it be. 
My sons are men, and wheresoever fortune 1360 
May place them, cannot want the means of life. 
They shall not burden thee ; but 0, my friend ! 
What will become of my unhappy daughters, 
With tenderest love, beneath a father's hand 1364 
Cherish'd so long? O ! take them to thy care. 
Thou best of men ! O ! might I but embrace them, 
But shexl a tear o'er their disastrous fate ; 
Might I be suffered but to touch them here ; 
I should rejoice, and think I saw them still. 
But hark! methinks e'en now I hear the voice 1370 
Of my dear daughters. Hath the gracious Creon, 
In pity to my woes, already brought 
My children to me 1 Is it so ? 

Cre. It is : 

Thy wishes are prevented ; they are here. 

Enter Daughters of (Edipus. 

(Edi. May Heaven reward thee for this goodness 
to me, 1375 

And give thee much more bliss than I have known ! 
Now, my dear children t come towards me, come 
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Towards your father and your — brother : see { * 
These sightless eyes, pierded by my own mad hands ; 
Behold that wretched father who begat you i980 
Unknowingly on her who gave me birth. 
I cannot see you now ; I can but weep 
Your fate, to think what hours of wretchedness 
You have to know hereafter. Whither now 
Must my poor children fly ? From every feast, 1385 
Joyless, with grief and shame, shall you return ; 
And when the time shall come when riper years 
Should give you to the nuptial bed, who then, 
Careless of fame, will let his child partake 
The infamy of my abhorred race, 1390 

Sprung from a wretch accursed, who killM his fa- 
ther. 
And from the womb that bare him did beget 
You, m^ unhappy daughters ? Such reproach 
Must stiU be yours, to virgin solitude 
Devoted ever and a barren bed. 1395 

Son of MenoBceus ! thou alone art left 
Their father now ; for O ! Jocasta 's dead. 
And I am — ^nothing : do not then forsake 
Thy kindred ; nor, deserted and forlorn. 
Suffer them still, in penury and wo, 1400 

To wander helpless, in their tender age. 
Remember, they have no support but theo. 
O gei^irous prince ! have pity on them ; give me 
%^ Thy Mendly hand in promise of thy aid. 
'"* ' To you, my daughters ! had your early years 1405 
Permitted, I had given my last advice : 
Too young for counsel, all I ask of you 
Is but to pray the gods that my sad life 
May not be long ; but yours, my children ! crowned 
With many days, and happier far than mine. 1410 
Cbe. It is enough : go in ; thy grief transports 
thee 
Beyond all bounds. 
OBdi.- 'Tis hard, but I submit 

Obb. The time demands it ; therefore go. 
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CBm. O Creonl 

Know*8t thoai?bat bow I wish t 

Grb. What is it t Speak. 

OBdi. That I may qtiit this fatal place. 

Cre. Thou ask'st 

What Heayen alone can grant. 

(Edi. Alas! to Heayen 1416 

I am most hatefuL 

Crs. Yet shalt thou obtain 

What thou desirest. 

(Edl Shall I indeed 1 

Cre. Thou shah ; 

I never say aught that I do not mean. 1419 

(Edi. Then let me go : may I depart ? 

Cre. Thoumayst; 

But leave thy children. 

(Edi. Do not take them from me. 

Ore. Thou must not always have thy will ; already 
Thou hast sufTer'd for it. 

Cho. Thebans! now behold 

The great, the mighty (Edipus, who once 
The sphinxes dark enigma could unfold ; 1435 

Who less to fortune than to wisdom owed ; 
In virtue, as in rank, to all superior ; 
Yet fallen at last to deepest misery. 
Let mortals hence be taught to look beyond 
The present time, nor dare to say a man 1489 

Is happy, till the last decisive hour 
Shall close his life without the taste of wo. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiB. 

GSdipvs. 
OsBoir. 

iSS^^' }d«ightei8 of CEdipttt. 

POLTKIOBS, ■6n of (EdipoB. 

TBBtKus, king of Athflos. 

Ax Athenian. 

M188INGIK. 

Attendants on Creon, Theseas, and Ismenft 

Chobusi composed of ancient men of AthenSi 
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ARGUMENT. 



This tragedy is a continaation of the hisUny of CBdipns : who, 
condemned to peroetual banishment from Thebes, anmd at 
last with his daugnter Antigone, at Coloneus, a little hill in 
the neiffhboarhood of Athens sacred to thd. Furies, where he 
•olicited and obtained the protection of King Theseus. In 
Uus retreat he was overtaken by his daughter Ismene. In 
the miean time, Creon, having learned frran the oracle that 
prosperity awaited the country which should possess the bones 
of OBdipus, endeavoured to remove him hj entreaty^ or force ; 
but the power of Theseus soon compelled nim to relmquish the 
attempt. At this juncture Polynices arrived, with the design 
of reconciling his father to his intended invasion of Thebes ; 
but the exiled monarch uttered the bitterest minrecations on 
his impious purpose, and prophesied the Jiorrible fate which 
awaited him. Finding his end feist approaching, he sent for 
Theseus, and infonned him that an uninterrupted course of 
prosperity would befall Athens so long as his burial-place was 
revved to no one but the reigning monarch of the country. 
Having then dismissed his daughters, and being left alone 
with Theseus, he resigned himself to his fate ; while the king 
£uthfally compUed with his injunctions of concealing the cir* 
cumstances ot his death and interment. 



ACT I. 

8eene,agrovey at the entrance to the temjdeof the Furies. 

(EDIPUS, ANTIGONE. 

(£dl Where are we now, my dear Antigone ? 
Know'st thou the palace 1 WiU any here afford 
Their scanty alms to a poor wanderer, 
The banishM (Edipus t I ask not much) 
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Yet less receive ; but I am satisfied : 5 

Long time hath made my woes familiar to me, 

And I have leam*d to bear calamity. 

But tell me, daughter ! if thou seest a place 

Or sacred, or profane, where I may rest : 

There set me down ; from some inhabitant 10 

A chance but we may learn where now we are, 

And act (so strangers ought) as he directs us. 

Ant. O, CEdipus ! my poor, unhappy father ! 
Far as my eyes can reach, I see a city, 
With lofty turrets crown'd ; and, if I err not, 15 
This place is sacred, by the laurel shade, 
Olive and vine thick planted, and the songs 
Of nightingale sweet warbling through the groya. 
Here sit thee down, and rest thy wearied limbs 
On this rude stone ; His a long way for age 90 

Like thine to travel. 

CEdi. Place me here, and guard 

A sightless wretch. 

Ant. Alas ! at such a time 

Thou need'st not tell Antigone her duty. 

CEdi. Know'st thou not where we are ? 

Ant. As I have leam'd 

From passing travellers, not far from Athens ; 25 
The place I know not. Would you that I go. 
And straight inquire ? But now I need not leave 

thee, 
For, lo ! a stranger comes this way ; ev'n now 
He stands before you : he will soon inform us. 

Enter an Athenian. 

CEdi. Stranger ! thou com'st in happy hour to 

tell us 30 

What much we wish to know ; let me then ask thee — 

Ath. Ask nothing : speak not till thou art removed 
From off that hallowed spot where now thou stand'st. 
By human footsteps not to be profaned. 

CEdi. To whom then is it sacred ? 
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Ath. 'Tis a place, 35 

"Where but to tread is impious, and to dwel 
Forbidden : where the dreadful goddesses, 
Daughters of Earth and Night, Sone inhabit. 

CEdi. Ha ! let me hear their venerable names. 

Ath. By other names in other climes adored, 40 
The natives here call them Eumenides, 
The all-seeing Powers. 

CEdi. O ! that they would but smile 

Propitious, and receive a suppliant's prayer. 
That 1 might never leave this blest abode ! 

Ath. What dost thou mean t 

CEdi. It suits my sorrows well. 45 

Ath. I must inform the citizens ; till then 
Remaii^. 

CEdi. O ! do not scorn a wretched exile, 
But tell me, stranger ! — 

Ath. Speak ; I scorn thee not. 

CEdi. What place is this ? 

Ath. I'll tell you what I know. 

This.place is sacred all : great Neptune here 50 
Presides, and he who bears the living fire, 
Titan Prometheus ; where thou tread^st, is called 
The brazen way, the bulwark of our state : 
From this equestrian hill, their safest guard. 
The neighbouring villagers their general name 55 
Derive, thence called Colonians s3l. 

(Edi. But say, 

Are there who dwell here then t 

37 These dreadful goddesses were the three Furies, Alecto, 
Megsra, and Tisiphone. 

62 Prometheus, according to the tales of the heathens con- 
cerning 1dm, was supposed to have stolen fire from heaven, and 
with it to have made men ; for which impiety he was punished 
by the gods in the same manner as the reoelhous Titans ; he is 
therefore called, in this place. Titan Prometheus. 

^ Near this brazen Way was supposed to be the passage to 
Hades, or the shades, by which Pluto conveyed the ravished 
Proserpine to his dominions. 

Bb2 
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Atr. There are, and called 

From him they worship. 

(Edi Is the power supreme 

Lodged in the people's voice, or in the king % 

Ath. Tis in the king. 

(Edi. Who is he 1 

Ath. Theseus, son 60 

Of JEgeus, their last sovereign. 

(Edi. Who will go 

And tell him — 

Ath. What, to come and meet thee here 1 

(Edi. To tell him that a little help bestow'd 
Would amply be repaid. 

» Ath. Why, what couldst thou do, 

Dark as thou art ? • 

(Edi. My words will not be so. 65 

Ath. Then mark me, that thou err not ; for to me 
Thy fortune seems ill suited lo thy nature. 
Which is most noble ; therefore stay thou here 
Till I return ; I will not go to Athens, 
But ask these villagers, who sojourn here, 70 

If thou mayst stay. [Exit Athenian. 

(Edi. My daughter, is he gone ? 

Ant. He is, and thou mayst safely speak, for I 
Alone am with thee. 

(Edi. Goddesses revered : 

Since in your seats my wearied steps have found 
Their first repose, not inauspicious smile 75 

On Phoebus and on me ! For, know, the god. 
Who 'gainst unhappy (Edipus denounced 
Unnumber'd woes, foretold that here at last 
I should have rest, within this hallow'd grove, 
These hospitable shades, and finish here 80 

A life of misery. " Happy those," he said, 
" Who should receive me, glorious their reward ; 
And wo to them who strove to drive me hence 
Inhuman :" this he promised to confirm 
By signs undoubted ; thunder, or the sound 85 

Of dreadful earthqvwke, oi tha Ugjitning's blast 
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LatinchM from the arm of Jove : I doubt it not;. ; 
From you some happy omen hither led 
My prosperous steps. That first to you he came 
Pure to the pure, and here on this rude seat , 00 
Reposed me, could not be the work of chance. 
Wherefore, ye Powers ! as Phoebus hath decreed, 
Here let me find a period of my woes, 
Here end my wretched life ; unless the man, 
Who long hath groaned beneath the bitterest ills 95 
That mortals feel, still seem to merit more. 
Daughters of ancient Night ! 0, hear me now ! 
And thou, from great Minerva call'd the best 
And noblest city, Athens ! pity me ; 
Pity the shadow of poor CEdipus ! 100 

For, O ! I am not what I was. 

Airr. No more ; 

Behold, a venerable band approach 
Of ancient natives, come perchance to seek thee. 

CEdi. I've done ; Antigone ! remove me hence. 
And hide me in the grove, till, by their words, 106 
Listening I learn their purpose ; such foreknowledge 
Will best direct us how to act hereafter. \Exeunt. 

Enter Chorus. 

Cho. Where is he? Look, examine, search around 
For this abandoned exile, of mankind 
The most profane, doubtless some wretched stranger : 
Who else had dared on this forbidden soil ill 

To tread, where dwell the dreadful deities 
We tremble ev'n to name ; and as we pass, 
Dare not behold, but silently revere. 
Or soft with words of fairest omen greet % 115 

Of these regardless, here we come to find 
An impious wretch. 1 look around the grove, 
But still he lurks unseen. 

EnXer (Edipus, Antigone. 

(Em. Behold me here ; 

For by your words I find you look for me. 
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Cho. [hohng steadfastly at him,] Dreadful his yoice, 
and terrible his aspect ! ISO 

CBoi. I am no outlaw ; do not look thus on me. 

Cho. Jove tlie defender ! Who is this old man f 

(Edl One on whom Fortune little hath bestowed 
To call Isr reverence from you ; that, alas ! 
Is but too plain ; thus by another's eyes 135 

Conducted here, and on her aid depending, 
Old as I am. 

Cho. Alas ! and wert thou bom 

Thus sightless ? Full of sorrow and of years 
Indeed thou seem'st ; but do not let on us 
Thy curse devolve : thou hast transgressM the bounds 
Prescribed to mortals : shun the h&ow^d grove, 131 
Where, on the grassy surface, to the powers 
A welcome offering flows, with honey mix'd. 
The limpid stream; unhappy stranger! hence, 
Away, begone : thou seest 'tis a long space 135 
Divides us. Dost thou hear me, wretched exile ? 
This instant, if thou dost, depart ; then speak. 
But not before. 

CEdi. Antigone, my daughter ! 

What's to be done ? 

Ant. Obey the citizens ; 

Give me thy hand. 

(Edi. I will ; and now, my friends ! 140 

Confiding thus in you, and thus removing, 
As you directed, let me not be injured. 

Cho. Thou shalt not : be assured, that thou art 
• safe ; 

None shall offend or drive thee hence. 

CEdi. Yet more 

Must I approach t 

Cho. a little farther still. 145 

CEdi. Will this suflice ? 

Cho. Remove him this way, virgin ! 

Thou hear'st us. 

Ant. Thou must follow me, my father! 

Weak, as thou art : we are unhappy strangers, 
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And miiBt submit : whate*er the city hates 
Content to hate, and what she loves to love. 150 

GBdi. Lead me, my daughter ! to yome hallow'd 
spot 
For mutual converse fit, nor let.ns strive ' 
With dire necessity. w* ' 

Cho. Stop there, nor move 

Beyond that stone. 

CEdi. Thus then ? 

Cho. It is enough. 

(Edi. Where shall I sit. 

Cho. a little forward lean 155 

And rest thee there. [taking hold of Asm* 

Ant. Alas ! His my saul office 

(Let me perform it) to direct thy steps ; 
To this loved hand commit thy aged limbs : > 
I will be careful. [she seats him on the Mtone, 

CBdi. O unhappy state ! 

Cho. Now, wretched stranger ! tell us who thou 
art, • 160 

Thy country and thy name. 

(Edi. Alas, my lords ! 

A poor abandon^ exile ; hut, O ! do not — 

Cho. What say'st thou ? 

(Edi. Do not ask me who I am ; 

Inquire no farther. 

Cho. Wherefore 1 

CEdi. My sad race— 

Cho. Speak on. 

CEdi. [turning to Antigone.] My daughter! how 
shall I proceed t 165 

Cho. Thy race, thy father — 

CEdi. O Antigone * 

What do I suffer 1 

Ant. Speak, thou canst not be 

More wretched than thou art. 

(Edi. I will, for, O ! 

It cannot be conceal'd. 

Cho.* You do del^i^ •, 

Inform us straight. 
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GBsi. Knowyoathesonof Laiust 170 

Cho. Alas! 

OSdi. The race of Labdacus t 

Cho. O Jove ! 

(Edi. The unhappy (Edipus. 

Cho. And art thou he ! 

CEdi. Be not affirighted at my words. 

Cho. O heaven ! 

CEdi. Wretch that I am ! What will become of 
me? 

Cho. Away ! begone ! fly from this place ! 

CEdi. Then where 175 

Are all your promises ? are they forgotten ? 

Cho. Justice divine will never punish those 
Who but repay the injury they receive : 
And fraud -doth merit fraud for its reward. 
Wherefore begone, and leave us, lest once more 180 
Our city be compeU^d to force thee hence. 

Ant. O my kind friends ! as you revere the name 
Of virtue, though you will not hear the prayers 
Of my unhappy father, worn with age, 
And laden with involuntary crimes ; 185 

Yet hear the daughter pleading for her sire, 
And pity her, who with no evil eye 
Beholds you, but, as one of the same race. 
Bom of one common father, here entreats 
Your mercy to the unhappy ; for on you, 190 

As on some god alone, we must rely. 
Then grant this wish'd-for boon ; O ! grant it now ; 
By all that's dear to thee, thy sacred word, 
Thy interest, thy children, and thy god : 
'Tis not in mortal to avoid the crime 195 

Which Heaven hath pre-ordain'd. 

Cho. We pity thee, 

Daughter of (Edipus ! we pity him. 
And his misfortunes ; but, of wrath divine 
Still fearful, dare not alter our decree. 

GSdi. Now who shall trust to glory and fair fame^ 
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What shall it pfrofit, that your pious city 201 

Was once for hospitable rites renown'd, 

That she alone would pity and relieve 

The afflicted alranger ? Is she so to me, 

Who drives me hence, and trembles at a Bame I 305 

Me you can never fear ; and for my crimes, 

I am the sufferer, not the offender. What 

Touching my father I have spoke (alas ! 

If 'tis for thai you do abhor me thus), 

Was I to blame t The injury received tlO 

I but repaid, and therefore had I known 

The crime I acted, I were guiltless still. 

Whither I came, I came unknowingly ; 

Not so they acted who have banish'd me. 

By your commands already here removed, 2t5 

O ! by the gods, preserve, assist me now i 

Ifyou revere them, do not thus despise 

What they decree ; their eyes behold the good^ 

And view the evil man, nor shall the wicked 

Escape their wrath : use not their sacred names 320 

To cover crimes, and stain the fame of Athens. 

As you receive the suppliant, O ! remember 

Your plighted faith, preserve me, save me now ; 

Look not contemptuous on this wretched form, 

Or cast reproach unmerited : I come 335 

Nor impious nor profane ; and with me bring 

To Athens much of profit and renown. 

As, when your king arrives, you all shall know : 

Meantime despise me not. 

Cho. Old man ! thy words 

Are full of weight, and merit our observance. 230 
If those who here preside but know thy purpose. 
It doth suffice. 

CEdi. But say, where is the king? 

Cho. Within his palace ; but a messenger 
Is gone to fetch him hither. 

OBdi. O my friends ! , 

Think you a sightless wretch like me will move 885 
His pity or his care, that he will coaiA% 
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Cho. Most readily, when he shall hear the name 
OfCEdipus. 

CEdi. And who shall tell it him ? 

Cho. The jomney's long; but passing travellers 
Will watch the tale, and he must hear it soon. 340 
Fear not ; thy story^ is already known ^ 
On every side ; 'twill quicken his slow stepe, 
And bring him instant hither. 

CEdi. May he come 

In happy hour to Athens and to me ! 344 

He wiU ; what good man doth not love his country ? 

Ant. O Jove I what shall I say or think! My 
father ! 

CEdi. What says my daughter! 

Ant. This way bent, behold, 

On a Sicilian steed, a woman comes, 
Her face concealed by a Thessalian vail^ 
To shield her from the sun. Am I deceived, 350 
Or is it she 1 I know not what to think. 
It is my sister ; now she smiles upon me : 
It must, it can be none but my Ismene. 

CEdi. Who! my Antigone! 

Ant. It is thy daughter. 

My sister ; but her voice will soon convince thee. 355 

Enter Ismene and Attendant. 

Ism. O the sweet sounds ! a father and a sister ! 
What pains have 1 not suffered in the search, 
And now for grief can scarce behold you ! 

CEdi. 
My daughter ! art thou here ! 

Ism. Alas, my father ! 

How terribly thou look'st ! 

CEdi. From the same blood 300 

The father and the daughter. 

Ism. Wretched race ! 

CEdi. And art thou come, my daughter! 

IiM. / I have reachM thee 

With toil and labour. 



f 
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(Eoi. Touch me, O my child ! 

Im. Let me embrace you both. 

(Edi. Both miserable ! 

Ism. [they ail embrace.'] Join then athird as wretched 
as yourselves. 265 

(Edi. Ismene ! wherefore art thou come % 

Ism. My care 

For thee, my father ! brought me here. 

GBdi. For me ? 

Ism. That I might speak to thee : this faithful slave 
Alone conducted me. {junniing to her Attendant. 

(Edi. Thy brother, say, 

What are they doing % 

Ism. They are — ^what they are : 270 

For, O ! between them deadliest discord reigns. 

GSdi. How like the unmanly sons of Eg3rpt^s clime, 
Where the men sit inglorious at the loom, 
And to their wives leave each domestic care ! 
ET*n thus, my sons ! who should have labour^ for 
me, 275 

like women idly sit at home, while you 
Perform their office, and with filial care 
Attend a ¥q^tched father : this kind maid, 

Ipointir^ to Antigone, 
Ev*n from her infant days, hath wander'd long 
An exile with me, and supported still 280 

My feeble age ; oft through the savage woods. 
Naked and hungry, by the wintry storms. 
Or scorching hesils afflicted, led me on. 
And gave me food unmindful of her own. 
Thou too, Ismene ! wert my faithful guard, 285 
When I was driven forth : and now art come 
To tell thy father what the gods declare. 
A stranger now to Thebes, I know not what 
Hath passM between them : thou hast some sad news, 
I know thoy hast, to tell thy wretched father. 890 

IsM. What I have suffer'd in the seaxcVi ol^&SkSd%% 
I pass in silence o'er, since to repeal 
^en bat, slaa! to doable my miatottoocMMk 
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I only came to tell thee the sad fate 

Of thy unhappy sons ; awhile they seem'd 395 

As if they meant to yield the throne to Creon, 

Nor stain their guilty hands with Thebanblood, 

Mindful of that pollution which remained 

On th3r devoted race ; but now some god, 299 

Or their own wicked minds, have raised a flame 

Of dire contention, which shall gain the power 

Supreme, and reign in Thebes : Eteocles 

Hath drove his elder Polynices forth, 

Who, now an exile, seeks (as Fame reports) ^ 

The Argians, and, in solemn contract join*d 305 

With these his new allies, would raise their fame 

Above the stars, and sink our Thebes in ruin. 

These are not words alone, 'tis now in act. 

Alas ! ev'n now I fear ; nor know I when 

The gods will take compassion on thy woes. 310 

(Edi. Hast thou no hope they'll pity me ? 

Ism. I have ; 

Their oracles have said it. 

(Edi. Ha ! said what, 

My daughter ? Tell me, what have they declared? 

Ism. The time would come, they said, when Thebes 
once more 
Must seek thee, dead or living, for her safety. 315 

(Edi. Why, what could such a wretch as I do for 
theml 

Ism. Their only hope, they say, is placed in thee. 

(Edi. I, that am nothing, grown so powerful! 
Whence 
Can it proceed ? 

Ism. The gods, who once depressM thee, 

Now raise thee up again. 

(Edi. It cannot be ; 320 

Who falls in youth will never rise in age. 

Ism. Know, for this very purpose Creon comes; 
Ere long thou mayst expect him. 

(Edi. What to dp. 

My daughter *( 
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Ism. To remove thee hence, and place thee 
Nearer to Thebes, but not within her borders. 325 

(Edi. If not within her walls, what can it be 
To them I 

Ism. Thy tomb, raised in a foreign land, 
They fear would prove most fatal. 

OBdi. But how know they 
It must be so, unless some god declared it! 

Ism. For this alone they wish to have thee near 
The borders, in their power, and not thy own. 331 

(Spi. To bury me at Thebes ? 

Ism. That cannot be ; 

Thy crime forbids it. 

GSdi. Then I'll never go. 

Ism. a time will come when they shall feel thy 
vengeance. 

GSdi. l^at strange vicissitude can e'er pi^oduce 
This wish'd event 1 

IsM. Thy wrath, when at thy tomb 336 

They shall be forced to meet. 

OSdi. Who told thee this 1 

Ismene, say. 

Ism. The sacred ministers 

Of Delphi. 

(Edi. Came it from Apollo^s shrine ? 

Ism. On their return to Thebes they did report It. 

(Edi. My sons, did they hear aught of this f 341 

Ism. fioth heard, 

And know it well. 

(Edi. Yet, impious as they are, 

Preferred a kin^om to their father's love. 

Ism. With grief I tell thee what with grief I heard. 

(Edi. O! may the gods doom them to endless 
strife ! 345 

Ne'er may the battle cease, tiU CEdipus 
Himself shall end it ! Then, nor he who bears 
The sceptre now should long maintain the throne, 
Nor Folymcea e'er to Thebes relunv*. 
Tbejr should not live, who drove a ^^enXlofOoL ^"^ 



804 80PH0CLVS. 

To misery and exile ; left by those 

Who should have loved, supported, and revered him. 

I know they say, the city but complied 

With my request ; I ask'd for banishment. 

Nor then I ask'd it : in my desperate mind, 355 

When first I raged, I wtsh'd indeed for death ; 

It had been grateful then : but no kind friend 

Would minister the boon : at length, my erief 

Gave way ; and when they saw my troubled soul 

Had taken ample vengeance on itself, 360 

After long stay, the city drove me forth ; 

And those who could have saved me, my base sons. 

Deaf to a father^s prayers, permit me still 

To roam abroad, in poverty and exile : 

From these alone, mt as their tender sex 365 

Can help me, I receive the means of life, 

All the sweet comfort, food, or needful rest 

Earth can afford me now ; while to my sons ' 

A throne was dearer than a father's love. 

But they shall never gain me for their friend, 370 

Ne'er reign in Thebes ; these oracles declare 

They never shall. I do remember too 

Another prophecy, which Phcebus erst 

Delivered to me : let 'em send their Creon, 

Or any other powerful citizen, 375 

To drag nie hence : my hospitable friends. 

If to these all-protecting deities 

Who here preside, you too will lend your aid, 

Athens shall find in me its best defence, 

And vengeance strike the foes of (Edipus. 380 

Cho. Thou and thy daughters well deserve our 
pity; 
And, for thy words are full of promised good 
To our loved city, I will tell thee all 
'Tis meet thou shouldst perform. 

(Edi. My best of friends ! 

Instruct me ; I am ready to obey. 385 

Cho. An expiation instant must thou make 
To the offended powers, viYio^^ «w!.Ted seat 
Thou hast profaned. 
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(Edi. But how must it be dona t 

Cho. First, with pure hands from the ever-flowing 
spring, 
Thy due libations pour. 

(Edi. What follows then % 390 

Cho. Take thou a cup wrought by some i^dlful 
hand; 
Bind it with wreaths around. 

(Edi. Of leaves or threads 

Composed ? 

Cho. Of wool, fresh from the new-shorn lamb. 

(Edi. Is there aught else t 

Cho. Then* turning to the sun. 

Make thy libations. 

CEdi. From the cup; thou say'st ? 395 

Cho. The water from three fountains drawn ; and 
last, 
Remember, none be left. 

(Edi. With that alone 

Must it be fill'd ? 

Cho. Water with honey mixM, 

No wine ; this pour on the earth — 

(Edi. What then remains ? 

Cho. Take in thy hand of olive boughs thrice nine ; 
And offering these, begin thy humble prayer. 401 

(Edi. But how address them t That concerns me 
near. 

Cho. Their name, thou know'st, implies benevo- 
lent; 
Entreat them, therefore, kindly now to prove 
Benevolent to thee ; this by thyself, 405 

Or by another for thee . but, remember. 
Low be the voice, and short the supplication. 
That done, return ; be careful to perform it. 
I may assist thee then with confidence ; 
But, if thou dost it not, must tremble for thee. 410 

(Edi. My daughters, heard you this 1 

AjfT. We did ; command 

What's to be done. 

Cc2 
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CEdiJ What I can never do, 

Powerless and blind as I am ; one of you, 
My daughters, must perform it. 

Ant. One alone 

May do the task of many, when the mind 415 

Is active in it. 

(Em. Hence then, quick, away ; 

But do not leave me here alone : these limbs, 
Without a guide will never find their way. 

Ism. Father ! I go : but how to find the place, 
I know not. 

Cho. Stranger! t'other side of the grove ; 420 
There, some inhabitant will soon inform thee, 
If thou shouldst want assistance or instruction. 

Ism. Meantime, Antigone ! remain thou here, 
And guard our father well : cares are not cares 424 
When we endure them for a parenf s sake. [Exit. 

Cho. Stranger ! albeit we luiow His most ungrate- 
ful 
To raise the sad remembrance of past woes, 
Yet would we gladly hear — 

CEdi. What wouldst thou know ? 

Cho. The cause of thy unhappy state. 

CBdi. Alas ! 

By all the sacred hospitable rites, 430 

I beg thee do not ask me to reveal it ; 
My crimes are horrible. 

Cho. Already fame 

Hath spread them wide, and still talks loudly of 

them: 
Tell us the truth. 

CEdi. Alas ! 

Cho. Let me beseech thee. 

CEdi. O me ! 

Cho. Comply : ask what thou wilt of me, 

And thou shalt have it. 

CEdi. 1 have sufFer'd much : 43C 

The gods can witness, 'twas against my will : " 
I knew not of it. 
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Cho. Knew not what T 

CEdi. The city, 

Unknowing too, bound me in horrid nuptials. 

Cho. And didst thou then pollute, as fame reports, 
Thy mother's bed I 

(Emt O death to hear ! I did : 441 

Here, here they are. 

Cho. Who's there t 

CSdi. My crimes ! my daughters ! 

Cho. Daughters and sisters of their father ? O ! 
'TIS horrible indeed. 

(Edi. Tis wo on wo. 

Cho. Great Jove ! both daughters of one hapless 
mother ! 445 

What hast thou suffered ! 

(Edi. Ills not to be borne ! 

Cho. Didst thou then perpetrate the hotrid deed ? 

(Edi. O no. 

Cho. Not do it ? 

(Edi. I received from Thebes 

A fatal gift ; would I had never taken it ! 449 

' Cho. And^urt thou not a murderer too ? 

(Edi. What's that 

Thou say'st % 

Cho. Thy father— 

(Et)i. Thou add'st grief to grief. 

Cho. Didst thou not murder him ? 

CSdi. I did: but hear— 

Cho. Hear what? 

(Edi. The cause. 

Cho. What cause ? 

(Edi. I'll teU thee: know then, 

[ murder'd others too ; yet by the laws 
I stand absolved : 'twas done in ignorance. 455 

Cho. [Seeing Theseus^ who enters."] But, lo! the 
king, ^gean Theseus, comes : 
The fame of thee hath brought him here already. 

440 Meaning the throne of Thebes, with Joc&&tA.^N(\:kS«fiL \a 
manied. 
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The O son of Laius ! long ere this the tale 
Of thy disastrous fate, by many a tongue 
Related, 1 had heard ; thy eyes torn forth 460 

By thy own desperate hand, and now I see 
It was too true ; thy garb, and dreadful aspect 
Speak who thou art. Unhappy (Edipus, 
I come to ask in pity to thy woes, 
What's thy request to Athens or to me ; 465 

Thine, or this napless virgin on thy steps 
Attendant, speak ; for large must be the boon 
I would refuse thee : I have known too well 
(Myself a wretched wanderer) the woes 
Of cruel exile, not to pity thine. 470 

Of toils and dangers, in a foreign land. 
Much have I suffered ; therefore not to me 
Shall the poor stranger ever sue in vain 
For aid and safety ; mortals as we are, 
Uncertain ever is to-morrow's fate, 475 

Alike unknown to Theseus and to thee. 

CEdi. Theseus i thy words declare thy noble 
nature. 
And leave me little to reply : thou know'st 
My story, whom and whence I am ; no more 
Remains, but that I tell thee my request, 480 

And we have done. 

The. Proceed then, and inform me. 

CEdi. I come to give this wretched body to thee, 
To sight ungracious, but of worth more dear 
To thee than fairest forms could boast. 

The. What worth? 

CEdi. Hereafter thou shalt know, not now. 

The. But when 485 

Shall we receive it 1 

CEdi. When I am no more ; 

When thou shalt bury me. 

The. Death is, it seems. 

Thy chief concern, and life not worth thy eare. 

(^d(. That will procure me all the means of life* 
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The. And is this all thou ask'st, this little boon t 

CEdi. Not little is the strife which shall ensue. 491 

The. What strife t with whom t thy children or 
my own ? ^ 

CEdi. Mine, Theseus ! they would have me back 
to Thebes. 

Thk. And wouldst thou rather be an exile here t 

CEdi. Once they refused me. 

Thk. Angler suits but ill 

With low estate and miseries like thine. 496 

CEdi. Hear first, and then condemn me. 

The. Not unheard 

All thou canst urge, would I reprove thee : speak. 

(Edi. O Theseus ! I have borne the werst of ills. 

The. The curses on thy race ? 

(Edi. O no ; all Greece 

Hath heard of them. 

The. What more than mortal wo 501 

Afflicts thee then? 

CEdi. Ev'nthis; my cruel sons 

Have driven me from my country : never more 
Must Thebes receive a parricide. 

The. Why then 

RecaU thee now, if thou must ne^er return ? 505 

CEdi. Commanded by an oracle divine. 

The. Why, what doth it declare ! 

OBdi. That Thebes shall yield 

To thee and to thy arms. 

The. But whence shall spring • 

Such dire contention t 

CEdi. Dearest son of ^geus ! 

From age and death exempt, the ^ods alone 510 
Immortal and unchangeable remain, 
While all things else fall by the hand of Time, 
The universal conqueror : earth laments 
Her fertile powers exhausted ; human strength 
Is withered soon ; ev'n faith and truth decay, 515 
And from their ashes fraud and falsehood rise : 
Nor friendship long from man to tnaxi ««\^x%%^ 
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Or realm to realm : to each successiTO rise ; 
Bitter and sweet, and happiness and wo. 
Athens and Thebes thou seest united now, 580 
And all is well ; but passing time shall bring 
The fatal day (and slight will be the cause) 
That soon shall change the bonds of amitjr 
And holy faith, for feuds and deadliest hate. 
Then buried long in earth, shall this cold corse 625 
Drink their warm blood, which from the mutual 

wound 
Frequent shall flow : it must be as I tell thee, 
If Jove be Jove, and great Apollo true. 
But why should I reveal the fix'd decree 
Of all-deciding Heaven ? Permit me now 530 

To end where I began : thy plighted faith 
Once more confirm ; and never shalt thou say 
The wretched (Edipus to Theseus came 
A useless and unprofitable guest, 
If the immortal gods have not deceived me. 535 

Cho. O king ! already hath this man declared 
The same good will to thee and to our country. 

The. Can I reject benevolence and love 
Like this, my friends ? O no ; the common rites 
Of hospitality, this altar here, 640 

The witness of our mutual vows, forbid it. 
He comes a suppliant to these goddesses. 
And pays no little tribute both to me 
And to my kingdom : he shall find a seat 
Within my realms, for I revere his virtues. 645 
If here it pleaseth him to stay, remember, 

[to the Chorus, 
'Tis my command you guard this stranger well. 
If thou wouldst rather go with me, thou mayst ; 
1 leave it to thy choice. [to CEdipus, 

CEdi. Reward them, Jove ! <- 

The. What says't thou, wilt thou follow me ? 

CEdi. I would, 650 

If it were lawful ; but it must be here ; 
This is the place— 
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The. For what ? I'll not d^y thee — 

CEdi. Where I must conquer those who banished 
me. 

The. That would be glory and renown to this, 
Thy place of refuge. 

(Edi. If I may depend 555 

On thy fair promise. 

The. Fear not, I shall never 

Betray my friend. 

(Edi. I will not bind thee to it 

By oath, like those whom we suspect of ill. 

THEi Thou need'st not, CBdipus ! my word's my 
oath. 

CBdi. How must I act then'^ 

The. Fear'st thou aught ? 

(Edi. I do ; 560 

A force will come against me. 

The. Here's thy guard ; 

[Pointing to the Chorus. 
These shall protect thee. 

(Edl If thou goest, remember 

And save me, Theseus ! 

The. Teach not me my duty. 

(Edi. Still am I fearful. 

The. Theseus is not so. 564 

'CEdi. Know'st thou not what they threaten'd ? 

The. This I know. 

No power on earth shall wrest thee from this place. 
Ofttimes the angry soul will vent its wrath . 
In idle threats, with highland empty words ; 
Which ever, as the mind is to itself 
Restored, are — nothing; they may boast their 
strength, 570 

And say they'll tear thee fh)m me ; but I teH thee. 
The journey would be long and tedious to them. 
They will not hazard it ; they dare not : therefore 
Be comforted ; for if, by HuBlms sent; . 
Thou hither earnest, tlioa V^ safe without my 
aid, ^ ^'^^ 
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Ev'n if I leave thee safe ; for know, the name 
Of Theseus here sufficeth to protect thee. 

[Emi Theseus 

CHORUS. 
8TB0PHB I. 

Thou art come in hapinr time, 

Stranger ! to this blissful clime, 

Long for swiftest steeds renownM, 580 

Fertilest of the regions round, 

Where, beneath the ivy shade. 

In the dew-besprinkled glade. 

Many a love-lorn nightingale 

Warbles sweet her plaintive tale ; 585 

Where the vine in clusters pours 

Her sweets, secured from wintry showers ; 

Nor scorching suns, nor raging storm 

The beauties of the year deform ; 

ANTISTROPHE I. 

Where the sweet narcissus growing, 590 

Where the yellow crocus blowing, 

Round the sacred altars twine, 

OfTring to the powers divine ; 

Where the pure springs perpetual flow, 

Wat'ring the verdant meads below, 595 

Which, with its earth-enriching waves 

The fair Cephisus ever laves ; 

Where, with his ever-sporting train, 

Bacchus wantons on the plain, 

Pleased with the muses still to rove, 600 

And golden Venus, queen of love. 

STROPHE n. 

Alone within this happy land. 

Planted here by Nature's hand. 

Which nor Asia's fertile plains. 

Nor Pelops' spacious isle contains, 605 

Pallas ! thy sacred olive grows. 

Striking terror on out foes ; 
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£ver free from hostile ra^e. 

From wanton youth, or greedy age ; 

'Happy in saee Minerva's love, dlO 

And guarded still by Mohan Jove. 

▲NTISTROPHB II. 

But nobler gifts and fairer fame, 

Athens ! yet adorn thy name ; 

Such wondrous gifts hath poured on thee 

Thy great protecting deity. 615^ 

Here first, obedient to command, 

Form'd bv Neptune's skilful hand. 

The steed was tai^ht to know the rein, 

And bear the chariot o'er tha plain ; 

Here first along the rapid tide 630 

The stately vessels leam'd to ride. 

And swifter down the current flow 

Than Nereids cut the waves below. [Exeunt* 



ACTH. 

▲imOOlfE, (EDIPUS, CHORDS. 

Airr. Great are thy praises, Attica! and now 694 
lie time is come to show thou dost deserve them. 

(Edi. What means my daughter ? Speak: what 

new event 
larms thee % 

Ant. Creon, with a numerous, band 

If followers, comes this way. 

GBdi. 0, now, my friends ! 

r ever, help me. 

Oho. Fear not ; well protect thee 

!hough I am o)d,- tha strength 4>f Attiea 030 

I not decayed. 

Enter Crcok, teith ATmmAHTS. 

Crb. Most honoured citizens ! 

see 3rou look with eyes of fear upon me, 
Without a cause; for koovTi Icame nottei^ 
Sofv.— Pd 
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Intending aught of violence or ill 

Against a city so renown'd in Greece ^5 

As yours hath ever been ; I o^ came, 

Commissioned by the state of Tliebes, to fstdl 

This old man back, if by persuasion mild 

I could induce him to return ; not sent 

By one alone, but the united voice 40 

Of a whole people, who assi^M the task 

To me, because, by blood umted to him, 

I felt for his misfortunes as my own. 

Come, therefore, ^dipus ! attend me home ; 

Thebes calls thee back ; thy kingdom now demands 

thee ; 645 

By me she calls thee : listen to thy friend ; 
For surely Creon were the worst of men, 
If he could look on woes like thine unmoved ; 
When I behold thee in a foreign land, 
A wretched wand'rer, forced to beg thy bread, 650 
From place to place, with this unhappy maid, 
Whom little did I think to see exposed 
To misery and shame, of nuptial rites 
Hopeless, and thus bereft of every aid. 
O ! 'tis reproach and infamy to us 656 

And to our race ; but 'tis already known. 
And cannot be concealed. O CEdipus ! 
I here beseech thee, by our country's gods, 
Return to Thebes ; bid thou a kind farewell 
(For she deserves it) to this noble city, 660 

But still remember thy own dearer country. 
CEoi. Thou daring hypocrite! whose specious 

wiles 
Beneath fair semblance mean but to betray. 
Why wouldst thou tempt me thus ? why thus once 

more 
Ensnare me in thy toils, and make me still 665 

More wretched than I am ? Long time oppressed 
By heaviest woes, I pined within my palace. 
And longed for exile ; but thou then refusedst 
To let me go, tiU s«.\.\^\.^^m\\i ^^C, 
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My soul at length was calm, and much I wished 670 

To apeod ay few remaining years at home. 

Then tttou (for little did the kindred blood 

Thou talk'st of then avail) didst banish me ; 

And now again thou com'st to make me wretched; 

Because thou seest this kind benignant city 675 

Embrace and cherish, thou wouldst drag me hence, 

With sweetest words covering thy bitter mind, 

Professing love to those who choose it not. 

He who denies his charitable aid 

To the poor beggar in his utmost need, 680 

And, if abundance comes, should offer that 

Which is not wanted, little merits thanks. 

Such is thy bounty now, in word alone, 

And not in deed, the friend of CBdipus. 

But I win tell them what thou art : thou earnest not 

To take me hence, but leave me in the borders 686 

Of Thebes, that so thy kingdom may escape 

The impendmg ills which this avenging city 

Shall pour upon it : but 'twill come to pass 

As I foretold ; my evil genius still 690 

Shall haunt thee, and my sons no more of Thebes' 

Liherit than shall serve them for a grave. 

Tliy country's fate is better known to me 

Than to thyself, for my instruction comes 

From surer guides, from Phcebus and from Jove. 695 

Thy artfid speech shall littte serve thy purpose ; 

'Twin only hurt thy cause : therefore, begone ; 

I am not to be persuaded. Let me live 

In quiet here ; for, wretched as I am, 

'Twill be some comfort to be far from thee. 700 

Cbe. Thmk'st thou I heed thy words ? Wholl 
suffer most 
For this perverseness, thou or I ? 

€Bh>b I trust 

Thy little arts will naught avail with me 
Or with my friends. 

Crx. Poor wretch ! no time can cure 

Thy follies ; thy old age is grown de^xvo^aft. •l^*^ 
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(Edi. Thou hast a hateful tongiie; but fewvhow 
just 
Soe'er they be, can alwa3r8 speak aright. 

Crc. But to say much, and to say well, are things 
Which differ widely. 

(Edi. What thou say'st, no doubt, 

Is brief and proper too. 

Ore. 'Twill hardly seem so 710 

To those who think like thee. 

CEdi. Away, nor dare 

Direct my steps, as if thou hadst the power 
To place me where thou wilt. 

Ore. Remember all 

To witness this, for he shall answer it 
When he is mine. 

(Eoi. But who shall force me hence 715 

Against the will of these my friends t 

Ore. Their aid 

Is vain ; already I have done what much 
Will hurt thee. 

CEdi. Ha ! what threats are these ? 

Ore. Thy daughters 

Must go with me : one is secured, and now. 
This moment will I wrest the other from thee. 720 

(Edi. O me ! 

Cre. I'll give thee much more cause for grief. 

CEdi. Hast thou my daughter ? 

Cre. Ay, and will have this. 

OEdi. [to the Chorus.] What will you do, my friends ? 
Will you forsake me ? 
Will you not drive this vile, abandoned man 
Forth from your city ? 

Cho. Stranger? hence; away; 725 

Thy actions are most shameful and unjust. 

(5re. Slaves ! do your office ; bear her off by force 
If she consents not. 

Ant. Whither shall I flv 

For aid ? Wliat god or man shall I implore 
7\> succour met 
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Cho. Alas ! what wouldst thou do ? 730 

C«B« I touch not him, but I must have my own. 

Aht. O princes ! aid me now. 

Oho. ^Tis most unjust. 

Crc. I say 'tis just. 

Cho. Then prove it. 

Cre. They are mine. 

Cho. O citizens ! 

Ant. O, loose me ! if you do not, 

You shall repent this violence. 

Crb. Go on ; 735 

I will defend you. 

CEdi. He who i]\jures me 

Ofifends the city. 

Cho. Said I not before 

It would be thus ? 

Cre. [to the Chords.] Let go the maid this instant. 

Cho. Command where t£[>u hast power. 

Cre. Let her go. 

Cho. 'Begone thyself: what, ho! my country- 
men ! 741 
The city is in danger ; haste, and save us. 

[CreorCs followers seize on Antigone • 

Art. I'm seized, my fhends ! O, help ! 

(Edi. Where is my daughter t 

Ant. Tom from thee. 

(Edi. O ! stretch forth thy hand. 

Ant. I cannot 

Cre. Away with her. 

(Eoi. O wretched (Edipus ! 

Cre. No longer shall these tender props support 
Thy feeble age. Since thou art still resolved, 746 
Ai^nst thyself, thy country, and thy friends, 
By whose command I come, remain perverse 
And obstinate, old man ! but know, hereafter, 
Time will convince thee thou hast ever been 750 
Thy own worst foe ; thy fiery temper still 
Must make thee wretched. 

Cho. Strangei \ %t\x uoXYlvq^^^^ 

Dda 
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Cri. I charge you, touch me not. 

Cho. Thou Shalt not go 

Till thou restor'st the yiigins. 

Ore. I must have 

A nobler ransom from your city; these 755 

Shall not suffice. 

Cho. What meanest thou ! 

Cre. He Bhall go, 

This (Edipus. 

Cho. Thy threats are terrible. 

Cre. rU do it ; and only he who governs here 
Shall hinder me. 

CEdi. O insolence ! Thou wUt not. 

Thou dar'st not, force me. 

Cre. Hold thy peace. 

C&Di. Noteren 760 

The dreadful goddesses, who here preside, 
Should bind my tongue from heaviest curses on 

thee; 
For thou hast robb'd me of the only light 
These eyes could boast. But may the all-seeing 

sun 
Behold and punish thee and all thy race, 765 

And load thy age with miseries like mine ! 

Cre. Inhabitants of Athens ! hear ye this t 

(Em. They do, and see that but with fruitless 
words 
I can repay the injuries I received ; 
For I am weak with age, and here alone. 770 

Cre. No longer will I curb my just resentment, 
But force thee hence. 

CEdi. O me ! 

Cho. What boldness, stranger i 

Could make thee hope to do a deed like this 
Unpunished I 

Cre. 'Tis resolved. 

Cho. Our Athens then 

Is fallen indeed, and is no more a city. 775 

CiUE* In a ]ust cause l\v& vte^m^y foil the mighty. 
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(Bdi. Hear how he threatens — 

Cho. What hell ne'er perform. 

Ore. That Jove alone can tell. 

Cho. Shall injuries 

Like these be sufiTerM ? 

Cre. Call it injury 779 

Thou mayst ; His such as thou perforce must bear. 

Cho. This is too much : ye rulers of the land ! 
My fellow-citizens ! come forth, and save us. 

Enter Theseus. 

The. Whence is this clahiour ? Wherefore am I 
caird 
From sacred rites, at Neptune's altar paid. 
Our guardian god ! Say, what's the cause, that thus 
In haste I'm summon'd hither % 

(Edi. O my friend ! 786 

8^or well I know thy voice) most cruelly 
ave I been treated by this man. 
The. Who did it t 

OBroi. This Creon, whom thou seest, hath^vish'd 
from me 
My only help, my daughters. 
The. Ha! what sayest thou 1 790 

CEdi. 'Tis as I tell thee. 

The. [to his attendants.] Quick, despatch my ser- 
vants ; 
Fly to the altar, summon all my people. 
Horsemen and foot ; give o'er the sacriJicey 
And instant to the double gate repair, 
Lest with the virgins 'the base ravishers 796 

Escape unpunish'd, and my guest, thus injured. 
Laugh me to scorn for cowardice. Away ! 
Were I to punish this oppressor here 

[turning to Creon. 
As my resentment bids, and he deserves. 
He should this instant fall beneath my rage : 800 
But the same justice he to others deads, 
Himself shall meet from us. Thou shalt iLot ^^ 
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Till those, whom thou didst basely ravish hence, 

Are brought before me: 'twas unlike thyself, 

Unworthy of thy country and thy race, 805 

To enter thus a cultivated city, 

Where law and justice reign, with violence 

And rapine snatching what thy fancy pleased. 

Or didst thou think I ruled a desert land. 

Or that my people were a race of slaves, 810 

And Theseus but the shadow of a king ? 

Thebes never taught thee such destructive lessons, 

For she abhors injustice : when she hears 

That Creon, thus despising sacred laws, 

Hath taken with brutal violence my right, 815 

And would have stolen a wretched suppliant irom 

me, 
She'll not approve thy conduct. Say, I went 
To Thebes, how just soever were the cause, 
I should not seize on aught without the leave 
Of him who govern'd there; but, as becomes 820 
A stranger, bear myself unblamed by all. 
Thou hast disgraced thy country and thy friends. 
And weight of years hath taken thy senses from 

thee. 
Again I say, restore the virgins to me, 
Or stay with me thyself, for so thou shalt, 825 

Howe'er unwilling. What I've said, remember. 
Is what I have resolved ; therefore determine. 
Cho. [to Creon.] Stranger ! thy actions, noble as 

thou art, 
But ill become thy family and name, 
Because unjust ; but thou behold'st thy fate. 830 
Ore. Theseus! it was not that I thought this city 
Without or guards to save, or laws to rule. 
Which brought me here, nor unadvised I came ; 
But that I hoped you never would receive 
My kindred here against my will, nor e'er 835 

Embrace a vile, incestuous parricide, 
Or cherish and protect him, in a land 
Whose court, renown'd for justice, suffers not 
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Such poor abandon'd exiles to reside 
Within its borders ; therefore did I this, 840 

Which yet I had not done, but for the curses 
Which he hath pour'd on me and all my race. 
Revenge inspired me : anger, well thou know^st, 
Can never be extinguished but by death, 
Which closeth ev'ry wound. At present, Theseus ! 
It must be as thou wilt ; my want of power, 846 
How just soe'er my cause, demands submission : 
Yet old and weak, I shall not tamely yield. 
(Edi. Audacious man ! think^st thou the vile re- 
proach 
Thou utter'st Ms on me or on thyself ? 850 

ThOB, who upbraid'st me thus for all my woes. 
Murder and incest, which against my will 
I had committed (so it pleased the gods, 
Offended at my race for former crimes ; 
But I am guiltless) ; canst thou name a fault 856 
Deserving this ? For tell me, was it mine, 
When to my father Phoebus did declare 
That he should one day perish by the iMnd 
Of his own child ? Was CBdipus to blame. 
Who had no being then ? If, bom at length 860 
To wretchedness, he met his sire unknown. 
And slew him, that involuntary deed 
Canst thou condemn ? And for my fatal marriage, 
Dost thou not blush to name it 1 Was not she 
Thy sister, she who bore me (ignorant 865 

Ana guiltless woman !), afterward my wife, 
And mother to my children t What she did, 
She did unknowing, not like thee, wlio thua 
Dost purposely upbraid us both. Heaven knows, 
Unwillingly I wedded her, and now 870 

Unwillingly repeat the dreadful tale : 
But not for that, nor for my murder'd father, ^ 

Have I deserved thy bitter taunts ; for, tell me, ^ 
Thy life attacks, wouldst thou have stay'd to ask 
The assassin if he were thy father ! No, 875 

Self-love would urge thee to revenge the iosolt. 



322 SOPHOCLES. 

Thus was I drove to ill by the sngty gods; 

This, should my father's soul revisit earth. 

Himself would own, and pity GBdipus. 

Thy bold and impious tongue still utters all ; 880 

Just or unjust, thou pour'st thy foul reproach 

On me, preten^in^ to revere the name 

Of Theseus and his country ; but, remember. 

The city, which thou thus hast praised, is famed 

For piety and reverence to the gods ; 885 

Yet wouldst thou drive a needy suppliant thence, 

And lead him captive. Thou nast stolen my 

daughter ; 
But I implore the dreadful goddesses 
<To grant me aid, that thou mayst feel the poweir 
Which thou contemn'st, and know the force of 
Athens. 890 

Cho. [to Theseus.] O king ! this stranger merits 
thy regard; 
His woes are great ; his cause should be defended. 

The. No more ; the ravishers are fled with speed, 
While we, who suffer, stand inactive here. 

Ore. Speak thy commands, for I must yield to 
thee. 895 

The. Go thou before me ; I shall follow close 
If here thou hast conceal'd the virgins, now 
Discover them ; if hence, to others' hands 
Committed, they are fled, they shall not 'scape : 
My servants soon will fetch them back. Meantime 
Remember thy condition, for thy fate 901 

Hath caught thee in the net which thou hadst spread 
For others. But what evil means acquire 
Is seldom kept : thou cam'st not naked here, 
Or unattended, thus to do an act 905 

Of violence. Ere long, I'll know on what 
Thou didst rely, nor by a single arm 
Shall Athens fall ingloriously : hear'st thou this 
Or are my words unheeded ? 

Cre. 'Tis not now 

A time to answer : we shall know at home 910 
What must be doive. 
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Thb. Thou threaten'st ; but go on. 

Stay thou in quiet here ; for if I live, 

[tuming to (Edipus, 
I will not rest till I restore thy daughters. 

[Exeunt Theseus and Creon. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

Now the combatants prepare, 

And hasten to the field of war : 915 

Theseus, their great and godlike friend. 

The hapless virgins shall defend. 
O ! could I hear the dreadful battle roar. 

Or near Apollo's sacred shrine, 

Or on the torch-enligbtenM shore, 930 

Or, Ceres ! where thy priests their rites divine 
Perform, with lips in solemn silence seal'd, 
And myst'ries ne'er by mortal tongue reveal'd ! 

ANTISTROPHB I. 

At yon snowy mountain's feet 

Westward perchance the warriors meet ; 925 

Chariot and horse, with mutual rage, 

On GBta's fiowery plains engage. 
Around their Theseus now, a vacant band, 

See Athens' martial sons unite 

To save their native land. 930 

AU shake their glittering spears, and urge the J^^t} 
AU, who tlnr power, equestrian Pallas ! own, 
Or bow to Neptune, Rhea's honour'd son.* 

STROPHE u. 

The bloody scene shall soon be o'er ; "^ 
Creon the virgin shall restore ; 935 

920 Torches wBie carried in the Eleonnian rites, probably in 
memory of those which Geres and her attendants are supposed 
to have made use of in their search after Proseipine. These 
mysteries were performed by nisht in the most solemn manner 
by the Eamolpios, or priests of Ceres ; and none were admitted 
to them but the pore and unspotted, who were bound to inrio- 
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My soul prophetic sees the maid 

For pious duty thus repaid ; 
For ever active is the power of Jove, 

From whom perpetual blessings flow. 

O ! that I now could, like the dove, 040 

Soar through the skies, and mark the field below, 
The wish*d-for conquest jojrful to behold. 
And triumph in the victory I foretold ! 

ANTISTROPHE II. 

Thou power supreme, all powers above. 
All-seeing, all-performing Jove ! 945 

Grant that the rulers of this land 
May soon subdue the hostile band ! 
Then too, O Pallas ! hunter Phoebus ! thee 
Do we invoke ; with thee be joined 
Thy virgin sister Deity, 050 

Who loves (rer lawns to chase the spotted hind : 
On you we call ; your aid propitious bring : 
O ! haste, protect our country and our king. [Exeunt, 



ACT III. 

(EDIPUS, THESEUS, ANTIGONE, I8MENE, CHORUS. 

Cho. Pm no false prophet, stranger ! for, behold 
Thy daughters. 

(IIdi. Ha ! what say'st thou? Where t O ! where t 

Ant. My father! O my father! what kind god 966 
Raised up this friend, who hath restored us to thee 1 

^Di. Are then my daughters with me 1 

Ant. Theseus' arm 

Hath brought us here ; to him and to his friends 
We owe our safety. 

CEdi. O ! come nigh, my children ! 960 

Let me embrace you ; never did I think 
Again to fold you in these arms. 

Ant. We come 

With joy, my fether ! 

OKdi. 1 where are you % 
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Aht. Here. 

OEoi. My dearest children ! 

Ant. To our father still 

May every pleasure come ! 

(Em. [leaning on Antigcme*] My best support ! 965 

Aht. The wretched bear the wretched. 

GSdi. [embracing themJ] I have all 

That's precious to me : were I now to die, 
While you are here, I should not be unhappy. 
Support me, daughters ! to your father's sidfe 969 
Close press'd ; O ! sooth to peace a wretched exile, 
Lonff time deserted : tell me what hath happened ; 
But let the tale be short, as best becomes 
Thy tender age. 

Akt. [poiniir^ to Theseus.l Here is our great pro* 
tector. 
He will inform you ; so shall what I speak 
Be brief as thou wouldst have it. 

(Edi. Noble Theseus ! 975 

My children thus beyond my hopes restored^ 
If I should talk too long on such a theme, 
Thou wilt not wonder. 'Tis to thee alone 
I owe my joys ; thou didst protect and save 
Afy much-loved daughters*. May the gods repay 980 
Thee and thy kingdom for this goodi^ss to me ! 
Here only have I found or faith, or truth, 
Or justice ; jom alone possess them aU : ^ 
I will attest it, for I know it well. 
I feel your virtues ; what I have is all 985 

From you. O king ! permit me but to touch : 
Thy hand; ! stretch it forth, or let me kifl0 '^ 
Thy honour'd lips ! But, O! what do I say f 
Can such a wretch as OESdipus e'er hope. 
With guilty hands, to toucn a man like thee, 990 
So pure, so spotless ! Yet I must embrace thee : 
They only wno have known misfortunes feel 
For others' griefs with sympathising wo. 
Hail, best of men ; and mayst thou ever be. 
As thov Jiaat beeOf my guardian and m^ trvsiAX W^ 
Sopv.-rEe 
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The. Thus happy as thou must be in thy children, 
Hadst thou said more, much more, and talk'd to 

them 
Rather than me, it had not moved my wonder. 
Nor think I should resent it ; not by words 
Would Theseus be distinguished, but by deeds 1000 
Illustrious : this thou know'st ; for what I swore 
I have perform'd, restored thy daughters to thee, 
Safe from the tyrant's threats ; how passed the con- 
flict 
Why should I boast ? They at their leisure best 
May tell you all : meantime to what I heard, 1005 
As hither coming, (Edipus attend; 
Of little import seem*d the circumstance, 
And yet Hwas strange : but naught should mortal 

man 
Deem or beneath his notice or his care. 

CEdi. What is it, son of ^Ggeus ? O ! inform me, 
For nothing have I heard. 

The. a man, they say, 1011 

Who boasts himself by blood allied to thee, 
At Neptune's altar, while I sacrificed, 
In humblest posture stood. . 

CEdi. What could it mean ? 

Whence came he ? 

The. That I know not : this alone 1015 

They told me ; suppliant he requested much 
To talk awhile with thee. 

CEdi. With me 1 'Tis strange, 

And yet, methinks, important. 

The. He desired 

But to converse with thee, and then depart. 

(Edi. Who can it be 1 

The. Hast thou no friend at Argos ? 1020 

None of thy kindred there who wish'd to see 
thee? 

CEdi. No more, my Mend ! 

The. What say'st thou 1 

CEdx Do not ask me. 



^ 
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The. Ask what — 

CEdi. I know him now ; I know too well 

Who's at the altar. 

The. Who is it! 

(Edi. My son ; 

That hateful son, whose voice I loath to hear. 1025 

The. But why not hear him ? Still thou mayst 
refuse 
What he shall ask. 

CEdi. I cannot, cannot bear it ; 

Do not oblige me. 

The. But the sacred place 

Where now he stands, and reverence to the gods, 
Demand it of thee. 

Ant. Let me, O my father ! 1030 

Young as I am, admonish thee. ! grant 
Thy friend his just request ; obey the gods. 
And let our brother come ; whatever he say^. 
It need not draw thee from thy first resolve. 
What harm to hear him? Words have oft pro- 
duced 1035 
The noblest work^ ; remember, His thy child : 
Thou didst beget him ; though he were ^e worst 
Of sons to thee, yet would it ill become 
A father to return it. Let him come. 1039 
Others, like thee, have base, unworthy children, 
And yet their minds are soften'd to forgiveness 
By friends' advice, and aU their wrath subdued. 
Think on thy own unhappy pairent's fate ; 
Thence mayst thou learn what dreadful iUs have 

flow'd 
From anger's bitter fountain. Thou, alas ! 1045 
Art a sad proof; those sightless eyes too well 
Bear witness to it : those who only ask 
What justice warrants should not ask in vain ; 
Nor who receives a benefit forget 
The hand that gave, but study to repay it. 1050 

(Edi. You have overcome me: with reluctant 
oleasure ^ 
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I yield : my children! be it as you pleluro ; 
But if he comes, Theseus ! gulixd my life. 
The. Pve said enough; no more; I will not 
boast; 
But thou art ftafe> if Heaven forsakes not me. 1055 

CHORUS. 

STROPHE. 

In sacred wisdom*s path is seldom seen 

The wretch whom sordid love of wealth inspires ; 
Neglectful of the happy golden mean, 

His soul nor truth nor heavenly knowledge fires. 
No length of days to him can pleasure bring ; 1060 

In death alone he finds repose, 

End of his wishes and his woes, 

In that uncomfortable night, 
Where never music's charms delight. 
Nor virgin choirs their nymeneals sing. 1065 

ANTI8TR0PHE. 

The happiest fate of man is not to be ; 

And next in bliss is he who, soon as bom, 
From the vain world and all its sorrows free, 

Shall whence he came with speediest foot return : 
For youth is full of folly, toils, and wo, 1070 

Of war, sedition, pain, and strife, 

With all the busy ills of life ; 

Till helpless age comes creeping on. 

Deserted, friendless, and alone. 
Which neither power, nor joy, nor pleasure knows. 

EPODE. 

The hapless OEdipus, like me, 1076 

Is doom'd to age and misery ; 
Ev'n as around the northern shore 
The bleak winds howl, and tempests roar. 
Contending storms in terror meet, 1080 

And dashing waves for ever beat ; 
Thus is the wretched king with grief oppressM, 
And woes on woes af&ict his long-d^temper^d breast. 
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ACT IV. 

OEDIPUS, ANTIOONE, ISMENE, CHORUS. 

Akt. This way, my father ! Lo ! the wretched 
man 
Approaches, unattended and in tears. 1085 

QBdi. Who comes, my child t 

Ant. £v'n he I told thee of, 

Poor Polynices. 

Enter Polynices. 

Pol. my sisters ! see 

Of all mankind the most unhappy. Where 
Shall I begin ? Shall I lament my own, 
Or shall I weep an aged parent's fate 1 1090 

For O ! 'tis horrible to find him thus 
A wandering exile in a foreign land ; 
In this mean garb with wild dishevell'd hair. 
Bereft of sight, and destitute, perhaps, 
Of needful food and nourishment. Alas ! 1095 

Too late I know it, worthless as I am ; 
I flew to succour him, to plead my cause. 
That not from others he might hear the tale 
Of my misfortunes : sacred Pity sits 
Fast by the throne of Jove, o'er aU his works 1100 
Presiding gracious : ! let her inspire 
Thy breast, my father ! Crimes already done, 
"Wiich cannot be recall'd, may still be heal'd 
By kind forgiveness : why then art thou silent 1 
O ! speak, my father ! do not turn Aside ; 1105 

Wilt thou not answer 1 Wilt thou let me go 
Without one word, nor tell me whence thy wrath 
Contemptuous springs ? My sisters ! you at least 
Will try to move his unrelenting heart, 
And loose his closed lips ; that, not thus spum'd 
And thus unanswered, though a «\ipp\vuiXWK^ \VW 

Eea 
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At Neptune's altar, I return with shame 
And foul disgrace. 

Ant. Say, wherefore didst thou come ? 

My hapless brother ! tell thy mournfkil tale : 
Such is the power of words, that whether sweet 
They move soft pity, or when bitter urge 1116 

To violence and wrath, at least they ope 
The unwilling lips, and make the silent speak. 

Pol. 'Tis welt advised, and I will tell thee all, 
O ! may that deity propitious smile, 1120 

Whose altar late I left, whence Theseus rmsed 
This wretched suppliant, and in converse free 
Mix'd gracious with me ! May I hope from you 
The like benevolence t And now, my father ! 
I'll tell thee wherefore Poljrnices came : 11S5 

Thou seest me banishM from my native land, 
Unjustly banish'd, for no other crime. 
But that I strove to keep the throne of Thebes, 
By birthright mine, from him who drove me thence, 
The young Eteocles : not his the claim 1130 

By justice, nor to me his fame in arms 
Superior ; but by soft, persuasive arts 
He won the rebel city to his love. 
Thy curse, my father, was the cause of all, 
I know it was ; for so the priests declared 1135 
In oracles divine : to Argos then 
1 came, and to Adrastus* daughter joinM 
In marriage, gain'd the Argive chiefs, renown'd 
For martial deeds. Seven vdiant leaders march 
To Thebes, resolved to conquer or to die. 1140 

Therefore to thee, my father ! came I here, 
To beg thy aid for me and these my friends, 
Companions of the war, who threaten Thebes 
With their united powers, in order thus : 
The wise and brave Amphiaraus, or skill'd 114S 
To cast the spear, or with prophetic tongue 
Disclose the will of Heaven, with (Eneus' son, 
.^folian Tydeus, and Eteocles, 
At Argos born ; to these, ^\^^QX!ftft^Q\x 
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Sent by Talaua» liis renowned sire, llfiO 

Bold CTapaneuSj.who threatens soon to raze' 

The waUs of mighty Thebes : to close the train, 

Parthenopsean iurcas comes, the soo 

Of Atalantis, from her virgin name 

So cailM : witli these, liiy hapless son (the child 

Of dire misfortune rather) leads his force 1166 

From Argos to rebellions Thebes : to these, 

And for their children, fbr the Uves of all. 

Suppliant to thee we come, in humble prayer, 

To deprecate thy wrath against a wretdi, 1160 

Who, injured much, but seeks the vengeance doe 

To a base brother, whose oppressive hand 

Hath drove me from my country and my (hione. 

If there be truth in what the gods declare, 

On him shall victory smile, for whom thy vows H6S 

Shall rise propitious ; therefore, by our gods 

And native fountains, O ! remit thy anger, 

And smile upon me, on a banished man, 

A beggar like thyself, who lives, like thee, 

By others^ bounty ; in one common fate 1170 

We are united, while the tyrant sits 

In ease at home, and lau^^his our woes to scorn. 

Yet if thou wouldst but listen to my vows, 

Soon might I cast him forth, restore thee soon • 

To thy dear native land, and seat mjrself 1175 

In my own kingdom. Thy assent, my father ! 

Is all I ask ; but, ! without thy aid 

1 have no hope of safety or revenge. 

Gho. For Theseus* sake, O ! give him answer now, 
And let him go. 

CEdi. But that the noble Theseus, 1180 

Who hither brought him, did request it of me, 
He ne^er had heard the voice of (Edipus ; 
And little pleasure will it now bestow. 
Ungrateful wretch! who, when the throne of Thebes, 

[turning to Polyniees. 
Where now thy brother sits, wast thine, didst drive 
rhy father hesce to penary and wo \ VV9& 
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Now, when thou seest me in this mean attire, 
Thoa weep*8t my fate, because 'tis like thy own. 
But I'll not weep, for I can bear it alL 
Still, wicked psiricide! remembenng thee, 1190 
The cruel cause of all : thou mad'st me thus 
On others' bounty to rely for food 
And nourishment : for thee, I mi^t have perish'd ; 
But these my pious daughters, these alone, 
Beyond their sex's power, with manly aid 1195 
Have cherish'd and protected me : for you, 
Who call yourselves my sons, ye are not mine ; 
I know you not. Though Heaven hath spared you 

long, 
Death will overtake you ; when thy forces come 
To Thebes, which shall not faU before thy arms, 
There soon shalt thou and thy vile brother die. 1201 
Long since my curses did declare thy fate. 
Which here I do repeat, that you may learn 
The reverence due to parents, and no more 
Reproach a sightless father. Look on these 1205 
My duteous daughters : did they act like you 1 
They never did ; and therefore to the throne, 
Which you have forfeited, shall they succeed. 
If Justice still, as she is ever wont. 
Sits at the hand of Jove : meantime, thou worst, 
Thou most abandoned of the race of men ! 1211 
Begone ! away ! and with thee bear this curse, 
Which here I do pronounce : to Argos ne'er 
Mayst thou return ! never may Thebes be thine ! 
Soon mayst thou perish by a brother's hand, 1215 
Slaying the slayer ! May dark Erebus 
Receive them both ! And now on you I call. 
Ye goddesses revered ! and thou, O Mars ! 
Thou, who hast raised the bitter strife between 
My impious sons, bear witness to my words ! 1220 
Farewell : now go, and tell the Thebans, tell 
Thy faithful friends, how fair an heritage 
Your (Edipus hath here bequeathed his children. 
Cho. Polynices \ little is the joy 
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Which we can grive thee of this fatal Journey ; 1825 
Therefore away, and leave ns. 

Pol. . A^^iJ^ih. 

These steps have trod indeed, of woto'ma 
And to my friends. ^$b it for Chis, alas ! 
I came from Argos 1 I can never tell 
My inournM story there, never retimit ^9^ 

O ! I must bury it in silence alL 
My sisters ! ye have heard the dreadftd cUrse 
"Which he pronounced. O ! if it be fulM'd, 
And some Kind hand restore you back to Thebes, 
At least remember me ; at least perform 1235 

The funeral rites, and hide me in the tonill: 
So shall your names, for pious tenderness 
To an unhappy father long revered, 
With added praises crowned, exalted shine, 
For this kind office to a brbther*s shade. 1240 

Ant. O Polynices ! let me beg thee, hear 
Thy sister now. 

FoL. My dear Antigone ! 

What say'st thou ? 

Ant. Lead thy armies back to Argos, 

Nor thus destroy thy country and thyself. 

Pol. It cannot be ; my forces, once dismissed 1245 
Through fear, what power shall e*er reunite them t 

Ant. But wherefore all this rage 1 What canst 
thou hope 
Of fame or profit by the fell of Thebes t 

Pol. Tis base to fly, and, eldest bom as I am, 
To be the laughter of a younger brother. 1250 

Ant. Dost uiou not dread the oracles pronounced 
Against you both, death by each other's nand ? 

Pol. I know the sentence, but we must go on. 

Ant. Alas ! and who shall dare to follow thee, 
After this dire prediction! 

Pol. None shall know it, 1255 

Tlie prudent general tells the good alone, 
And Keeps the threaten'd ill unknown to all. 

AsT. Art thou determined then, «DA.^9r\XN2&S3SQL^N 
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Pol. Do not dissuade me, for the task is mine ; 
And though a father^s fatal curse attend me, 1260 
Though vengefnl Furies shall await my steps, 
Yet I must go. May Jove indulgent smile 
On you, my sisters ! if, when I am dead 
(As soon I shall be), to my breathless corpse 
You pay due honours ! Now farewell for ever, 
For living ye shall ne'er again behold me. 1266 

Ant. jflas, my brother ! 

Pol. Do not weep for me. 

Ant. Who would not weep to see thee rushing thus 
On certain death % 

Pol. If I must die, I must 

Ant. Yet be persuaded. 

Pol. Ask me not to do 1270 

A deed unworthy of me. 

Ant. ^ Losing thee, 

I shall be most unhappy. 

Pol. To the gods 

Alone belong the fate of mortals ; some 
Are born to happiness, and some to wo. 
You may they guard from every ill, for sure 1275 
Ye merit all the good they can bestow. 

[Exit POLYNICES. 

Cho. Fresh sorrows hath this hapless stranger 
brought 
On me and all ; but so hath Heaven decreed. 
Which nothing doth in vain ; while time beholds 
And orders all, inflicting wo on wo ; 1280 

But hark ! the thunder roars : almighty Jove ! 
CEdl My daughters ! O my daughters ! who will 
bring 
The noble Theseus here, that best of men ? 
Ant. Wherefore, my father ! should we call him 
hither ? 1284 

(Em. This winged lightning from the arm of Jove 
Must bear me to the shades below. Where's The- 
seus? 
Let him be sent for inBtaii\\^. 
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Cho. Again ! 

Another dreadful clap ! It strikes my soul 
With horror, and my hairs do stand on end 
With fear. Behold, again the lightning^ flash ! 1290 
I dread the consequence!« for not in vain 
These signs appear, of some calamity 
Portentous ever. O, ethereal Jove ! 

(Edi. Alas, my children ! naught can save me now ; 
The fatal hour of my departure hence 1295 

Draws nigh. 

Ant. Why think*st thou so 1 

(Edi. I know it well : 

Send for the king immediately. 

Cho. Alas ! 

The thunder rolls on every side. Good Heaven 
Protect us ! If to this devoted land 
It bodes destruction, let not ruin fall 1300 

On me ! let not that be our reward 
For pitying thus a poor deserted stranger ! 
O Jove ! on thee we call ; protect and save us ? 

(Edi. Is Theseus come? Shall he once more 
behold me, 
While yet I live, and keep my perfect mind ? 1^05 

Cho. What secret hast thou to reveal to himt 

(Edi. I owe him much, and would repay his good- 
ness, 
Ev^n as I promised him. 

Chot O, haste, my son ! 

At Neptune's altar leave the sacrifice,' 
And hither fly ; for (Edipus, to thee 1310' 

And to thy country grateful, waits to pay 
Thy bounties : haste, O Theseus, to receive them. 

Enter Theseus. 

The. Again this noise, this wild astonishment, 
Among you all ^ Was (Edipus the cause, 
Or did the bolt of Jpve, and rushing hail» 1315 

Affright you ? When the god in raging storms 
Descends thus dreadful, we haive c^u&«\xi l«vc . 
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(Edi. O king ! thou com'st in happy hour ; some 
god 
Propitious led thee hither. 

The. SonofLaius! 

What new event hath happened t 

(Edi. Know, my life 1330 

At length is verging to its latest hour. 
I wish to die ; Imt first my vows to thee 
And to this city faithful must perform. 

Thk. But who hath told thee thou so soon shalt 
diet 

GBdi. The gods themselves, who never .utter false* 
hood, 1325 

By signs infallible have wamM me of it. 

The. How spak^ they to thee t 
.(Edi. In repeated thunder 

And lightning, from the all-powerful hand of Jove. 

The. I do believe thee, for thy prophecies 
Were never false : but say, what must be done 1 

(Edi. O son of iBgeus ! I will tell thee all 1331 
The bliss reserved for thee in thy age ; 
For thee, and for thy country : I must go 
To my appointed place, and there shall die. 
I go without a guide, nor must thou tell 1335 

To mortal ear where (Edipus doth lie. 
For ever hid. king ! that sacred place 
Shall be thy sure defence, and better far 
Than many a shield, or all the social aid 
Of firm alliance in the field of war : 1340 

What more remains, unutterable now. 
Of higher import, thither when thou com^st, 
To thee alone shall be delivered ; naught 
Shall I reveal, or to the citizens. 
Or ev'n to these, beloved as they are, 1345 

My pious daughters. Thou must ever keep 
The solemn secret ; only, when thy life 
Draws near its end, disclose it to thy son, 
Heir of thy kingdom, and to him isdone : 
From king to king XYius ii\v^ ihA tala devolve, 1350 
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And thus thy Athens be for ever safe. 
From Theban force : even the best of cities, 
Where justice rules, may swerve from virtue's 

laws, 
And be oppressive ; but the gods, though late, 
Will one day punish all who disobey 1355 

Their sacred mandates : therefore, son of ^geus ! 
Be careful, and be just ; but this to thee 
I need not say. Quick, let us to the place, 
For so the gpds decree : there must I go, 1359 

Thence never to return. Come then, my daughters ! 
Long have ye been my pious guides ; henceforth 
I must be yours ; follow, but touch me not. 
Let me find out the tomb where I must hide 
My poor remains ; that way my journey lies. 

[poiniif^ with Ms hand. 
Away ! Thou god of shades, gteat Mercury, 1365 
And Proserpine, infernal powers, conduct me! 
O sightless eyes, where are ye ? Never more 
ShaU these hands touch your unavailing orbs. 
O light and life ! farewell : at length 1 go 
To hide me in the tomb ; but, O ! for thee, 1370 
My best beloved friend ! and this fair land. 
And these thy subjects ; — may prosperity 
Attend you still ; and may you sometimes deign. 
Amid your bliss, to think on (Edipus ! [Exeunt, 

CHORUS. 

Goddess invisible ! on theis we call, 137ft 

If thee we may invoke, Proserpina ! and thee, 
Great Pluto, king of shades ! O grant. 

That not, oppressed by torturing pain. 
Beneath the stroke of death he Imger long; 
But swift, with easy steps, descend 1380 

To Styx's drear abode ; 
For he hath led a life of toil and pain. 
May the just gods repay his undeserved wo ! 

Ye goddesses revered! who dwell 
Beneath the earth deep hid ; and tbflnoL V^^ 
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f 

Who, barking from the gloomy cave, 
Unconquer'd Cerberus ! guard's! the ghosts below ; 
On thee, O son of >Tartarus ! we call. 
For thou art ever wakeful : lead, O ! lead 1389 
To thy dark mansions this unhappy stranger. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

MESSENGER, CHORUS. 

Mis. citizens ! I come to tell a tale — 
But to be brief, know, (Edipus is dead. 
To speak the manner and strange circumstance 
Of his departure, will require more words, 
And calls for your attention. 

Cho. Is he gone % 1395 

Unhappy man ! 

Mes. For ever hath he left 

The path of life. 

Cho. How died he 1 By the hand 

Of Heaven dismiss'd, without disease or pain 1 

Mes. ! 'twas a scene of wonder : how he left 
This plain, and self-conducted, led us on, 1400 

Blind as he was, ye all remembered well. / 
Soon as he came to where the craggy steep. 
With brazen steps, leads to the hollow gulf. 
Where various paths upites, a place renown'd 
For the famed league of Theseus and his friend, 1406 
Between Acherdus and the Thracian rock. 
On a sepulchral stone he sat him down ; 
Puird off the filthy weeds he long had worn. 
And bade his daughters instantly prepare 
The bath and splendid garb: with hasty steps 1410 
To Ceres' neighbouring altar they repair 
Obedient, bring the vessel, and the robe 
Funereal. All things done, as custom bids 
For dying men, sudden a dreadful clap 
Of thunder shook the ^oxmdi*. \\i<& Nvx^lna trembledi 
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And, clin^g fearful round their father^s knees, 1416 

Beat their sad breasts, and wept. Soon as he heard 

The sound portentous, he embraced his daughters ; 

" Children," he cried, " your father is no more ; 

No longer shall you lead a life of pain, ^ 1430 

No longer toil for (Edipus. Alas ! 

'Twas dreadful to you ; but this day, my children ! 

Shall end your sorrows and my life together. 

Never did father love his daughters more 

Than I have loved, but henceforth you must live 

Without your (Edipus : farewell for ever !" 1426 

He spake, and long, in sad embraces join'd, 

They wept aloud: at length did clamorous grief 

To silent sorrow yield, and aU was still ; 

When suddenly we heard a voice, that oft 1430 

Repeated, " (Edipus ! why this delay 1 

Where art thou, (Edipus V The wretched king. 

Attentive to the call of Heaven, desired 

That Theseus might be sent for : Theseus came ; 

When thus the dying exile : — " my friend ! 1435 

Give me thy hand ; my daughters ! give him yours ; 

Let this, my dearest Theseus ! be the pledge 

Of amity between you : promise here 

That you will ne'er forsake my hapless children. 

But henceforth cherish, comfort, and protect them." 

The generous king, in pity to their woes, 1441 

Vow'd to perform what (Edipus desired. 

The father threw his feeble arms around 

His weeping children: — "You," he cried, "must 

learn 
To bear your sufferings with an equal mind, 1445 
And leave this place ; for not to mortal eye 
Is given to see my future iate : away, 
Theseus alone must stay, and know it all." 
This did we hear him utter, as we stood 
Attentive ; when his duteous daughters left him, 1450 
And went their way : we wept, and foUow'd them. 
Soon we retum'd, but (Edipus was gone : 
The king alone remaining, as if struck 
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With terror at some direadfol spectacle, 

Had with his hand o'erreil'd his downcast eye. 1455 

A little after we beheld him bend 

In humble adoration to the earth. 

And then to Heaven prefer his ardent prayer. 

How the poor exile perished, none can tell 

But Theseus s nor the fiery blast of Jove 1460 

Destroy'd, nor sea o'erwhelmM him; but from 

Heaven 
Some messenger divine did snatch him hence ; 
Or power infernal bade the pitying earth 
Open her peaceftd bosom to receive him. 
Without a groan, disease, or pain, he fell : 1465 
'Twas wondrous all : to those who credit not 
This strange report, I answer, *tis most true. 

Cho. Where are his daughters, with their weep- 
ing friends 
Who followed them ? 

Mes. They cannot be far off: 

The voice of grief I hear proclaims them nigh. 1470 

Enter Antigone, Ismene, with Attendants. 

Ant. Alas ! the time is come, when we must 
weep 
Our father's fate, the fate of all his race, 
Long since unhappy : various were the toils, 
The labours we endured ; but this is far, 
Far above all, unutterable wo. 1475 

Cho. What is it "? 

Ant. O ! it cannot be conceived. 

Cho. Is he then dead ? 

Ant. He is : his death was strange 
And wonderful ; for not in war he fell. 
Nor did the sea o'erwhelra him, but the earth 
Hath hid him from us ; deadly night hath closed 1480 
Our eyes m sadness. Whether o'er the seas 
We roam, or exiles in a foreign land 
Lead our sad days, we must be still unhappy. 
Alas ! 1 only wish 1 iavg\v\.\va?je ^^^ 
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With my poor father : wherefore should I ask 1485 
For longer life 1 

Cho. Ye good and pious daughters 1 

Remember, what the will of Heaven decrees. 
With patience we must bear ; indulge noi^ then, 
Excess of grief; your fate hath "not deserved it. 

Ant. O ! I was fond of misery witiii him ; 1490 
Ev'n what was most unlovely grew beloved, . 
When he was with me. O my dearest father ! 
Beneath the earth now in deep darkness hid. 
Worn as thou wert with age, to me thou stiU 
Wert dear, and shalt be ever. 

Cho. Now his course 1495 

Is finished. 

Ant. Even as he wish'd, he died 
In a strange land, for such was his desire ; 
A shady turf cover'd his Ufeless limbs : 
Nor unlamented fell ; for, O ! these eyes. 
My father ! still shall weep for thee, nor time 1500 
E'er blot thee from my memory. 

Ism. Alas, 

Alas, my sister ! what must be our fate. 
Forlorn and helpless, of our father thus 
Bereft 1 

Cho. His end was happy ; thierefore cease 
Your fruitless tears : from sorrow none is free. 1506 

Ant. Let us be gone. 

Ism. But where ? 

Ant. I wish — 

Ism. 0! what I 

Ant. To see the tomb. 

Ism. Whose tomb ? 

Ant., Our father's. O ! 

Ism. But is it lawful ? Know'st thou that % 

Ant. Why thus 

Reprove me, my Ismene ! 

Ism. He is yet 

Unburied, and without — 

Ant. O \ leaiQi me \\i«t«k^ VA.^ 
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Then kill me if thoa wilt ; for where, alas ! 
Can I betake me ? 

Cho. Friends ! be comforted. 

A.NT. Where shall I fly t 

Cho. Thou hast already 'scaped 

Unnumbered ills. 

Amt. I*m thinking, my Ismene ! — 

Ism. What think'st thou t 

Ant. How we shall get home. 

Cho. No more ; 

Thou hast been long familiar with affliction. 1516 

Ant. My life hath ever been a life of pain 
And sorrow, but this far exceeds them all. 

Cho. The storm beats hard upon you. 

Ant. 0! it doth. 

Cho. I know it must. 

Ant. O ! whither shall we fly ? 1520 

Great Jove ! what hope remains ? 

Cho. Suppress your griefs ; 

We should not weep for those who wish'd to die. 
And meet their fate with pleasure ; 'tis not just 
Nor lawful to lament them. 

[Exeunt Messenger and Attendants. 

Enter Theseus. 

Ant. Son of iGgeus ! 

Suppliant to thee we come. 

The. What would ye of me % 

Ant. Permit us but to see our father's tomb. 1626 

The. It is not lawful. 

Ant. O ! what say'st thou, king ? 

The. Know, pious virgins ! GEdipus himself 
Forbade that any should approach his tomb : 
That sacred spot which he possesses there 1630 
No mortal must profane : to me, he said, 
If careful I performed his last command, 
Should joy and safety come, with victory 
And peace to Athena; tMa your gods did hear 
Conflrm^d by the sacie^ o^^ qH ^w^« 1535 



l 



(EDIPUS C0L0NBU8. ACT T. 343 

Ant. If such our fathered will, we must submit : 
But O ! ffermit us to revisit Thebes, 
That so we may prevent the impending fate 
Of our dear brothers. 

The. All that you request. 

Or may be grateful to that honourM shade, 1540 
Whose memory we revere, I freely grant ; 
For I must not be weary of my task. 

Cho. Remember, virgms ! to repress yx>ur sorrows, 
And cease your fruitless grief; for know, 'tis sdl 
Decreed by fate, and all the work of Heaven. 1545 
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